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Angnat 1st* S 

Amothsr break m mj joarnel, and here I am on board 
die Padfic, boond for America, having left home, and all 
the world behind. — Well! « » « 

« « « « « 

We reached the quay just as the ship was being pulled, 
and pushed, and levered to the entrance of the dock ;-»the 
quays were lined with people, among them were several 
known faces,^-fMr. — , Mr, — . M— came on 
board to take my letters, and bid me good-by. * 

4( « « * « -« 

I had a bunch of carnations in my hand, which I had 
snatched from our drawing-room chimney ;-»English 
flowers ! — dear English flowers ! they will be withered 
long before I again see land, but I will keep them until I 
once more stand upon the soil on which they grew. 

* « • 4( « « 

The sky had become clouded, and the wind blew cold. 

« « « 4e « « 

Game down and put our narrow room to rights. 
« « ' « « « * 

Worked at my Bible cover till dinner time. We dined 
at half past three.—- The table was excellent — cold dinner, 

2 
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because it was the first day — ^but everything was good ; 
and champagne, and dessert, and every laxury imaginable, 
rendered it as little like a ship-dinner as might be. The 
man who sat by me was an American ; very good-na- 
tured, and talkative. Our passengers are all men, with 
the exception of three ; a nice, pretty looking girl, who is 
going out with her brother ; a fat old woman, and a fat 
young one. I cried almost the whole of dinner-time. 

* * utt ^ * * 

After dinner the ladies adjourned to their own cabin, 
and the gentlemen began to debate about regulating the 
meal hours. They adopted the debating society tone, 
called my poor dear father to the chair, and presently I 
heard, oh horror ! (what I had not thought to hear again 
for six weeks,) the clapping of hands. They sent him in 
to consult us about the dinner hour : and we having de- 
cided four o'clock, the debate continued with considerable 

merriment. Presently my father. Colonel , and Mr. 

, came into our cabin — ^the former read us Washing- 
ton Irving' s speech at the New York dinner. Some of it 
is very beautiful, all of it is in good feeling — ^it made me 
cry. Oh my home, my land, England, glorious little 
England ! from which this bragging big baby was bom, 
how my heart yearns towards your earth ! I sat working 
till the gentlemen left us, and then wrote journal. 

* * * * * * . 

I am weary and sad, and will try to go and sleep—- it 
rains, I cannot see the moon. 

It rained all night, and in the morning the wind had died 
away, and we lay rocking, becalmed on the waveless waters. 
At eight o'clock they brought me some breakfast, after 
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which I got up ; while dressing I could not help being 
amused at hearing the cocks crowing, and the cow lowing, 
and geese and ducks gabbling, as though we were in the 
midst of a farm-yard. At half past ten, having finished 

my toilet, I emerged ; and Miss and I walked upon 

deck. The sea lay still, and grey, without ridge or 
sparkle, a sheet of lead ; the sky was of the same dull co- 
lour, the deck was wet and comfortless, we were but jus 
off Holyhead : two or three ships stood against the hori 
zon, still as ourselves. The whole was melancholy : — 
and sadder than all, sat a poor woman, dressed in mourn- 
ing, in a comer of the deck ; she was a steerage passen- 
ger, and I never saw so much sorrow in any face. Poor 
thing, poor thing, was her heart aching for home, and kin- 
dred left behind her, it made mine ache to look at her. 
We walked up and down for an hour. I like my compa- 
nion well ; she is a nice, young quiet thing, just come from 
a country home. Came down, and began getting out books 
for my German lesson, but turning rather awful, left my 
learning on the floor, and betook myself to my birth. 
Slept nearly till dinner-time — at dinner I took my place 
at table, but presently the misery returned, and getting up 
while I had sufficient steadiness left to walk becomingly 
down the room, I came to my cabin ; my dinner followed 
me thither, and lying on my back, I very comfortably dis- 
cussed it. Got up, devoured some raspberry tart, and 
grapes, and being altogether delightful again, sat working 
^d singing till tea-time : after which, wrote journal, and 
now to bed. How strange it seems to hear these Ameri- 
cans speaking in English of the English ! — " Oh hueae, 
hame, hame wad I be" — but it is not time to sing that yet. 
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Fridayt 3d* 



Breakfasted at eight, got up, and dressed, and came upon 
deck. The day was loyely, the sea one deep dark sap- 
phire, the sky bright and cloudless, the wind mild and 
soft, too mild to fill our sails, which hung lazily against 
the masts,— •but enough to refresh the warm summer's 
sky, and temper the bright sun of August that shone 
aboye us. Walked upon deck with Miss and Cap- 
tain Whaite : ihe latter is a very intelligent, good-natured 
person; rough and bluff, and only seven and twenty; 
which makes his having the command of a ship rather an 
awful consideration. At half past eleven, got my German, 
and worked at it till half past one, then got my work, and 
presently we were summoned on deck by sound of bell, 
and oyes ! oyes ! oyes ! — and a society was established for 
the good demeanour and sociability of the passengers. 
My father was in the chair. Mr. ■ ■ was voted secre- 
tary— Dr. attorney-general ; a badge was establish- 
ed, rules and regulations laid down, a code framed, and 
much laughing and merriment thence ensued. Worked 
till dinner-time. After dinner, went on deck, took a brisk 
walk for half an hour with Captain Whaite. Established 
myself to work, and presently we were all summoned to 

attend a mock trial of Colonel , which made us all 

laugh most exceedingly. We adopted titles — I chose my 
family appellation of Puddledock : many of the names 
were very absurd, and as a penalty ensued upon not giv- 
ing every body their proper designation, much amusement 
arose from it. When Xhe trial was over, we played at 
dumb crambo, and earth, air, and water, with infinite zeal, 
till tea-time. After tea, we were summoned on deck to 
see the ship make a tack. The wind was against us, the 
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sea inky black, the pale clear moon stood high against the 
sail — ^presently, with a whooping and yaw-awling that 
mocks description, the fair ship was turned away from 
the wind, the sails veered round, and she set in another 
conrse. We remained on deck, the gentlemen gathered 
round as, and singing began : — it went round and round 
by tnms, some of our voices were very sweet, and, upon 
the whole, 'twas time pleasantly spent. Came to bed at 
ten. 



Wednesdajni IStlu 

Here's a lapse ! thanks to head winds, a rolling sea, and 
their result, sickness, sadness, sorrow. I've been better 
for the last two days, thank God ! and take ta my book 
again. Rose at eight, dawdled about, and then came up 
stairs. Breakfasted, sat working at my bible cover till 
lunch-timCi^-Somebody asked me if I had any of Mrs. 
Siddon's hair; I sent for my dressing-bpx, and forthwith 
it was overhauled, to use the appropriate phrase, by half 
the company, whom a rainy day had reduced to a state of 
worse Aan usual want of occupation. The rain continued 
all day ; we ladies dined in the round-house, the room 
down stairs being too close. The captain and Colonel 
— — joined us afterwards, and began drinking champagne, 
and induced us to do the same. As evening came on, the 
whole of the passengers collected in the round-house. Mr. 
— , Mr. D , and I wrote a rhapsody ; afterwards 
they fell to singing; while they did so, the sky darkened 
tremendously, the rain eame pelting down, the blade sea 
2* 
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swelled, and rose, and broke upon the ship's sides into 
boiling farrows of foam, that fled like ghosts along the 
inky face of the ocean. The ship scudded before the 
blast, and we managed to keep ourselves warm by sing- 
ing. After tea, for the first time since I have been on 
board, got hold of a pack of cards, (oh me, that it ever 
should come to this 1) and initiated Miss ^—^ in the mys- 
teries of the intellectual game. Mercy ! how my home 
rose before me as I did so. Played till I was tired; 
dozed, and finally came to bed. Bed ! quotha ! 'tis a 
frightful misapplication of terms. Oh for a bed ! a real 
bed ! any manner of bed, but a bed on shipboard ! And 
yet I have seen some fair things ; I have seen a universe 
of air and water ; I have seen the glorious sun come and 
look down upon this rolling sapphire ; I have seen the 
moon throw her silver columns along the watery waste ; 
I have seen one lonely ship in her silent walk across this 
wilderness, meet another, greet her, and pass her, like a 
dream, on the wide deep ; I have seen the dark world of 
waters at midnight, open its mysterious mantle beneath 
our ship's prow, and show below another dazzling world 
of light. I have seen, what I would not but have seen, 
though I have left my very soul behind me. England, 
dear, dear England! oh, for a handful of your earth ! 



Thursday^ leth* 

Another day, another day ! the old fellow posts as well 
over water as over land ! Rose at about half past eight, 
went up to the round-house ; breakfasted, and worked at 
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my Bible cover. As soon as our tent was spread went 
oat on deck : took a longish walk with Mr. — •• I like 
him very much ; bis face would enchant Lavater, and his 
skull ecstacise the Combes. Laid down under our rough 
pavilion, and heard the gentlemen descant very learnedly 
upon freemasonry. A book called *< Adventures of an 
Irish Gentleman," suggested the conversation ; in which 
are detailed, some of the initiatory ceremonies, which ap- 
pear to me so incredibly foolish, that I can scarce believe 
them, even making mankind a handsome allowance for 
absurdity. I soon perceived that the discussion was likely 
to prove a serious one, for in America, it seems, 'tis made 
a political question ; and our Boston friend, and the Jack- 
sonite, fell to rather sharply about it. The temperance of 
the former, however, by retreating from the field, spared 
us flirther argumentation* One thing I marvel at : — are 
the institutions of men stronger to bind men, than those 
of God ; and does masonry efiect good, which Christianity 
does not ? — a silly query, by the way, for doubtless men 
act the good, but forbear lb act the evil, before each other^s 
eyes ; which they think nothing of doing, or leaving un- 
done, under those of God. 

Gossiped till lunch-time; afterwards took up Childe 
Harold,-— commend me to that ! I thought of dear H-^— — . 
She admires Byron more than I do ; and yet how wildly 
I did, how deeply I do still, worship his might, majesty, 
and loveliness. We dined up stairs, and after dinner, I 
and Mr. —— took a long walk on deck ; talking flimsy 
morality, and philosophy ; the text of which were gene- 
nUties, but all the points individualities ; I was amused 
in my heart at him and myself. He'd a good miss of me 
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at -^— , heaven knows, I was odious enough ! and therein 
his infonner was right The day was bright, and bitter 
cold,— the sea blue, and tmnsparent as that loveliest line 
in Dante, 

** Dolce color di oriental zaffiro,'' 

with a lining of pearly foam, and glittering spray, that en- 
chanted me. Came and sat down again : — wrote doggerel 
for the captain's album, about the captain's ship, which, 
when once I am out of her, I'll swear I love infinitely. 
Read aloud to them some of Byron's short poems, and 
that glorious hymn to the sea, in Childe Harold — ^mercy 
how fine it is ! Lay under our canvass shed till nine 
o'clock, — the stars were brilliant in the intense blue sky, 
the wind had dropped, the ship lay still — we sang a song 
or two, supped, and came in ; where, after inditing two 
rhapsodies, we came to bed, 



Fridajr, inh. 

On my back all day ; mercy, how it ached too ! the 
ship reeled about like a drunken thing. I lay down 
and began reading Byron's life. As far as I have gone, . 
(which is to his leaving England,) there is nothing in 
it, but what I expected to find, — the fairly sown seeds 
oi the aftei^harvest he bore. Had he been leiss of an 
egotist, would he have been so great a poet ? — ^I ques- 
tion it. His fury and wrath at the severe injustice of his 
critics, reminds me, by the bye, of those few lines in the 
AthensBum, which I read the other day, about poetical 
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shoemakera, dairy-maids, ploughmen, and myself. ** After 
all what matteis it ? — ^If this thing be of God," the devil 
can't overthrow it ; if it be not, why the printer's devil 
may. What can it signify what is said ; if truth be truth 
to the end of reckoning, why, that share of her, if any, 
which I possess, must endure when recorded as long as 
truth endures. I almost wonder Byron was moved by 
criticism : I should have thought him at once too highly 
armed, and too self-wrapped, to care for It ; — ^however, if 
a wasp's sting have such virtue in it, 'tis as well it should 
have been felt as keenly as it was. Ate nothing but figs 
and raisins ; in the evening some of our gentlemen came 
into our cabin, and sat with us ; I, in very desperation 
and sea-sickness, began embroidering one of my old night- 
caps, wherein I persevered till sleep overtook me. 

Saturday, ISth* 

Rose at about half past eight, dawdled about as usual, 
breakfasted in the round-house — by the by, before I got 
out of bed, read a few more pages of Byron's life. I 
don't exactly understand the species of sentimental gali- 
matias. Moore talks about Byron's writing with the 
same penfuU of ink," Adieu, adieu my native land," and 
" Hurra Hodgson, we are going." It proves nothing except 
what I firmly believe, that we must not look for the real 
feelings of writers in their works— -or rather, that what 
they give us, and what we take for heart feeling, is head 
weaving— a species of emotion engendered somewhere 
betwixt the bosom and the brain, and bearing the same 
proportion of resemblance to reality that a picture does — 
that is — like feeling, but not feeling — ^like sadness, but 
not sadness — like what it appears, but not indeed that 
very thing : and the greater a man's power of thus producing 



22 JOURNAL. 

sham realities^ the greater his main qualification for be- 
ing a poet. After breakfast sat like lady Alice in the old 

song, embroidering my midnight coif — got Colonel 

to read Quentin Durward to as as we sat working under 
our canvass pavilion. 4» » « 

Our company consist chiefly of traders in cloth and 
hardware, clerks, and counting-house men — a species with 
but few peculiarities of interest to me, who cannot talk 
pounds, shillings, and pence, as glibly as less substantial 
trash. Most of them have crossed this trifling ditch half 
a dozen times in their various avocations. But though 
they belong to the same sort generally, they differ enough 
individually for the amusement of observation. That poor 
widower, whose remarks on the starry inside of the sea 
attracted my attention the other evening, put into my 
hands to-day a couple of pretty little books enough ; a 
sort of hotch-potch, or to speak more sweetly, pot-pourri 
praise of women — passages selected from various authors 
who have done us the honour to remember us in their 
good commendations. There were one or two most elo- 
quent and exquisite passages from Jeremy Taylor — one on 
love that enchanted me — I should like to copy it ; what a 
contrast to that exquisite thing of Shelley's, << What is 
Love ?" and yet they are both beautiful, powerful, and 
true. I could have helped them to sundry more passages 

on this subject, particularly from my oracle. Mr. 

read to us after lunch, and we sat very happily under our 
yawning till the rain drove us in. No wind, the sea one 
rippleless sheet of lead, and the sky just such another. 
Our main* top gallant mast had been split in one of our^ 
late blows, and I went out in the rain to see ihem restore 
the spar. Towards evening the wind faired and freshen- 



journal; 23 

ed, in consequence of which, our gentlemen's spirits rose ; 
and presently, in spite of the rain, they were dancing, 
singing, and romping like mad things on the quarter-deck. 
It was Saturday — ^holiday on board ship — the men were 

all dismissed to their grog, Mr. and I sang through 

a whole volume of Moore*s melodies ; and at ten o'clock, 
(for the first time since our second day on board), we of 
the petticoats adjourned to the gentlemen's cabin to drink 
" sweethearts and wives," according to the approved sailors' 
practice. It made me sad to hear them as they lifted their 
glasses to their lips, pass round the toast, '^ sweethearts 
and wives !" I drank in my heart — ** home and dear 
H— ."— One thing amused me a good deal — the Cap- 
tain proposed as a toast, ** The Ladies — God bless them," 
which accordingly was being duly drunk, when I heard, 
close to my elbow, a devout, half audible — **and the 
Lord deliver us !" This from ^ man with a face like one 
of Retsch's most grotesque etchings, and an expression 
half humorous, half terrified, sent me into fits of laugh- 
ter. They sang a song or two, and at twelve we left 
them to their meditations, which presently reached ^ur 
ears in the sound, not shape of, *' Health to Bacchus," in 
full chorus, to which tune I said my prayers. 

Did not rise till late— dressed and came on deck — ^the 
morning was brilliant ; the sea, bold, bright, dashing its 
snowy crests against our ship's sides, and flinging up a 
cloud of glittering spray round the prow. I breakfasted— 
and then amused myself with finding the lessons, collects, 
and psalms for the whole ship's company. Afler lunch, 
they spread our tent, a chair was placed for my father, and 
the little bell being rung, we collected in our rude church. 
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It affected me much, this praying on the lonely sea, in 
the words that at the same hoar were being uttered by 
millions of kindred tongues in our dear home ; there was 
something, too, impressive and touching in this momenta- 
ry union of strangers, met but for a passing day, to part 
perhaps never to behold each other's faces again in the 
holiest of all unions, that of Christian worship. Here I 
felt how close, how strong that wondrous tie of common 
faith that thus gathered our company, unknown and un- 
connected by any one worldly interest or bond, to utter 
the same words of praise and supplication, to think 
perhaps the same thoughts of humble and trustful depend- 
ance on God's great goodness in this our pilgrimage to 
foreign lands, to yearn perhaps with the same affection 
and earnest imploring of blessings towards our native soil 
and its beloved ones left behind. — Oh, how I felt all this 
as we spoke aloud that touching invocation, which is al- 
ways one of my most earnest prayers, " Almighty God, 
who hast promised when two or three are gathered together 
in thy name," etc. * * * The bright cloudless sky 
and glorious sea seemed to respond, in their silent magni- 
ficence to our Te Deum.*— I felt more of the excitement of 
prayer than I have known for many a day, and 'twas 
good— oh ! very, very good f * * * 

* * * * * 

'Tis good to behold this new universe, this mighty sea 
which he hath made, this glorious cloudless sky, where 
hang, like dew drops, his scattered worlds of light — ^tosee 
all this and say — 

<* These are thy glorious works, parent of good!" 

After prayers, wrote journal — some sea weeds floated by 
the ship to-day, borne from the golf stream ; I longed to 
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have it, for it told of land : gulls too came wheeling about, 
and the little petieUs like sea^swallows skimmed round and 
round, now resting on the sUU bosom of the sunny sea, 
now flickering away in rapid circles like black butterflies. 
They got a gun, to my horror, ^nd wasted a deal of time in 
trying to shoot these feathered mariners, but they did not 
even succeed in scaring them. We went and sat on the 
forecastle to see the sun set; he did not go down cloudless, 
but dusky ridges of vapour stretched into ruddy streaks 
along the horizon, as his disk dipped into the burnished 
sea. The foam round the prow, as the ship made way 
with all sail set before a fair wind, was the most lovely 
thing I ever saw. Purity, strength, glee, and wondrous 
beauty were in those showers of »nowy spray that sprang 
up above the black ship's sides, and fell like a cataract of 
rubies under the red sunlight. We sat there till evening 
came down ; the sea, from brilliant azure grew black as 
unknown things, the wind freshened, and we left our cold 
stand to walk, or rather run, up and down the deck to warm 
ourselves. This we continued, till one by one the stars 
had lit their lamps in heaven ; their wondrous brilliancy, to- 
gether with the Aurora Borealis, which rushed like sheeted 
ghosts along the sky, and the stream of fire that shone 
round the ship's way, made heaven and sea appear like 
one vast world of flame, as though the thin blue veil of air 
and the dark curtain of the waters were but drawn across 
a universe of light. Mercy, how strange it was ! We stood 
at the stem, watching the milky wake the ship left, as she 
stole through the eddying waters. Came back to our gipsy 
encampment, where, by the light of a lantern, we supped 
and sang sundry scraps of old songs— at ten came to bed. 

3 
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Took an observation of the sun's altitude at noon, and saw 
them hoist a main-top*royal sail, which looked very pretty 
as it was unreefed against the clear sky. 

Monday* fiOthm 

Calm — utter calm — a roasting August sun, a waveless sea,, 
the sails flapping idly against the mast, and our black cradle 
rocking to and fro without progressing a step. They 
lowered the boat, and went out rowing — ^I wanted to go, 
but they would not let me ! A brig was standing some 
four miles off us, which, by the by, I was the first to see, 
except our mate, in my morning watch, which began at 
five o'clock, when I saw the moon set and the sun rise, 
and feel more than ever convinced that absolute reality is 
away from the purpose of works of art. The sky this morn- 
ing was as like the sea-shore, as ever sand and shingle 
were, the clouds lying along the horizon in pale dusky 
yellow layers, and higher up, floating in light brown rib- 
bed masses, like the sands which grow wrinkled under the 
eternal smiling of the sea. Against the dim horizon, which 
blended with the violet-coloured sky, the mate then showed 
me, through the glass, the brig standing on the sea's edge, 
for all the world like one of the tiny birds who were wheel- 
ing and chirping round our ship's stern. I have done more 
in the shape of work to-day, than any since the two first 
I spent on board ; translated a German fable without much 
trouble, read a canto in Dante, ending with a valuation of 
fame. *' O spirito gentil !" how lived fair wisdom in your 
soul— how shines she in your lays !— Wrote jonmal, 
walked about, worked at my cap, in the evening daneed 
merrily enough, quadrilles, country dances. La Boulan- 
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gere and the monaco ; fairly danced myself tired-^ame to 
bed. But oh ! not to sleep — mercy what a night ! The 
wind blowing like mad,^the sea rolling, the ship pitehing, 
bouncing, shuddering and reeling, like a thing possessed. 
I lay awake, listening to her creaking and groaning, till 
two o'clock, when, sick of my sleepless berth, I got up 
and was going up stairs, to see, at least, how near drown- 
ing we were, when D., who was lying awake too, im- 
plored me to lie down again. I did so for the hundred and 
eleventh time, complaining bitterly that I should be stuffed 
down in a loathsome berth, cabined, cribbed, confined, 
while the sea was boiling below, and the wind bellowing 
above us. Lay till daylight, the gale increasing furiously, 
boxes, chairs, beds and their contents, wooden valuables, 
and human invaluables, rolling about and clinging to one 
another in glorious confusion. At about eight o'clock, a 
tremendous sea took the ship in the waist, and nishing 
over the deck, banged against our sky-light, and bounced 
into our cabin. Three women were immediately apparent 
from their respective cribs, and poor H appeared in 
all her lengthy full-length, and came and took refuge with 
me. As I held her in my arms, and put my cloak round 
ber^ she shook from head to foot, poor child !-~I was not 
the least frightened, but rather excited by this invasion of 
Dan Neptune's ; but I wish to goodness I had been on deck, 
— K>h how I wish I had seen that spoonful of salt water 
flung from the sea's boiling bowl. I- heard afterwards, 
that it had nearly washed away poor Mr. *— -, besides 
handsomely ducking and frightening our military man. 
Lay all day on my back, most wretched, the ship heaving 
like any earthquake ; in fact, there is something irresisti- 
bly funny in the way in which people seem dispossessed 
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of their power of volition by this motion, rushing hither 
and thither in all directions but the one they purpose going, 
and making as many angles, fetches, and sidelong devia- 
tions from the point they aim at, as if the devil had tied a 
string to their legs and jerked it every now and then in 
spite — by the by, not a bad illustration of our mental and 
moral struggles towards their legitimate aims* Another 
horrible night ! oh horror ! 

A fair wind — a fine day — though very, very cold and 
damp. It seems, in our squall last night, we had also a 
small piece of mutiny. During the mate's watch, and 
while the storm was at the worst, the man who was steer- 
ing left the helm, and refused to obey orders ; whereupon 
Mr. Curtis took up a hatchet, and assured him he would 
knock his brains out, — which the captain said, had it been 
his watch, he should have done on the spot, and without 
further warning. — We are upon the Newfoundland banks, 
though not yet on soundings. Stitched my gown— worked 
at my night-cap — walked about;— Mr. — read Quentin 
Durward to us while we worked. The extreme cdd made 
us take refuge in our cabin, where I sat working and sing* 
ing till dinner time. Dined at table again ; afterwards 
came back to our cabins—began writing journal, and was 
interrupted by hearing a bustle in the dinner-roomy-^the 
gentlemen were all standing up, and presently I heard 
Walter Scott's name passed round — ^it made me lay down 
my pen. Oh ! how. pleasant it sounded«*-that unanimous 
blessing of strangers upon a great and good man, thus far 
from him — ^from all but our own small community. The 
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genoine and spontaneous tribute to moral worth and men- 
tal power. Poor, poor Sir Walter! And yet no prayer 
that can be breathed to bKsss, no grateful and soul-felt in- 
vocation can snatch him from the common doom of death- 
bom fleshy or buy away one hour's anguish and prostrar 
tion of body and spirit, before the triumphant infirmities 
of our miserable nature. I thought of Dante's lines, that 
I read but a day ago ; and yet — ^and yet — fame is some- 
thing. His fame is good — is great — is glorious. To be 
enshrined in the hearts of all virtuous and wise men, as 
the friend of virtue and the teacher of wisdom, to have 
freely given pleasure, happiness, forgetfulness, to millions 
of his fellow-creatures ; to have made excellence lovely, 
and enjoyment pure and salutary ; to have taught none but 
lessons of honour and integrity ; to have surrounded his 
memory, and filled the minds of all men with images fair, 
and bright, and wonderful, yet left around his name no 
halo, and in the hearts of others no ^lightest cloud to blot 
these enchanting creations ; to have done nothing but 
good with God's good gifts — ^is not this fame worth some- 
thing ? 'Tis worth man's love, and God's approval — 'tis 
worth toiling for, living for, and dying for. He has 
earned it fairly — ^he is a great and good man — ^peace be 
with him in his hour of mortal sorrow, and eternal peace 
hereafter in the heaven to which he surely goes.— They 
then drank Washington Irving,*— a gentle spirit, too. 
After working for some time more, came on deck, where 
we danced with infinite glee, disturbed only by the sur- 
passing uproar of Colonel —-. * « » 

The only of our crew whom I cotton to fairly* are the 
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— , and that good-natured lad, Mr. — ^ ; though the 
former rather distress me hy their abundant admiration, 
and ihe latter by his inveterate Yorkshire, and never 
opening his mouth whien he sings, which, as he has a 
very sweet voice, is a cruel piece of selfishness, keeping^ 
half his tones, and all his words for his own private satis- 
faction. 



TlMiVMlayy d3d* 

On soundings, and nearly off them again— -a fine day ; — 
worked at my night^cap — another, by the by, having 
finished one— exemplary ! — Walked about, eat, drank, 
wrote journal — ^read some of it to the — , who seemed 
much gratified by my doing so. I go on with Byron's 
life. He is too much of an egotist. I do not like hite a 
bit the better for knowing his prose mind ; — far from 
thinking it redeems any of the errors of his poetical man, 
I think I never read anything professing to be a person's 
undisguised feelings and opinions, with so much heartless-' 
Bess — so little goodness in it. His views of society are 
like his views of human nature ; or rather, by the by, re- 
verse the sentence, to prove the fallacy in judgment ; and 
though his satire is keen and true, yet he is nothing but 
satirical-^-never, never serious and earnest, even with 
himself. Oh ! I have a horror of that sneering devil of 
Goethe's ; and he seems to me to have possessed Byron 
utterly. A curious thought, or rather a fantastical shadow 
of a thought, occurred to me to-day in reading a chapter 
in the Corinthians about the resurrection. I mean to be 

buried with H 's ring on my finger ; will it be there 

when I rise again ?'^What a question for the discussers 
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of the needle's point controversy. My father read to us, 
this afternoon, part of one of Webster's speeches. It 
was very eloquent, bnt yet it did not fulfil my idea of 
perfect oratory— inasmuch as I thought it too pictorial ; — 
there was too much scenery and decoration about it, to 
use the cant of my own trade ;-*there was too much 
effect, theatrical effect in it, from which heaven defend 
me, for I do loathe it in its place, and fifty times worse 
out of it. Perhaps Webster's speaking is a good sample, 
in its own line, of the leaven wherewith these times are 
leavened. I mean only in its defects — for its merits are 
sterling, and therefore of all time. 

But this oil and canvass style of thinking, writing, and 
speaking is bad. I wish our age were more sculptural in 
its genius — though I have not the power in anything to 
conform thereto^ I have the grace to perceive its higher 
excellence ; yet Milton Was a sculptor, Shakspeare a 
painter. How do we get through that ? — My reason for 
objecting to Webster's style — though the tears were in 
my eyes several times while my father read'— is precisely 
the same as my reason for not altogether liking my fa* 
ther's reading— ^'tis slightly theatrical,^ — something too 
much of passion, something too much of effect — but per- 
haps I am mistaken ; for I do so abhor the slightest ap- 
proach to the lamps and orange peel, that I had almost 
rather hear a " brazen candlestick turned on a wheel,'* 
than all the music of due emphasis and inflection, if allied 
to a theatrical manner.— Dined at table again. They 
abound in toasts, and, among others, gave ** The friends 
we have left, and those we are going to !" My heart 
sank* I am going to no friend; and the "stranger,'^ 
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with which the American^ salute wayfarers through their 
land, is the only title I can claim amongst them. After 
dinner walked about— danced — saw the sun sink in a bed 
of gorgeous stormy clouds ;^-worked and walked till bed* 
time. — ^I was considerably amused, and my English blood 
a little roused at a very good-natured and well-meant cau- 
tion of Mr. — , to avoid making an enemy of Colonel 
^— '. He is, they say, a party-man, having influence 
which he may exert to our detriment. 



Friday, »4th. 

Rose late after a fair night's sleep, came up to the round 
house. After breakfast worked and walked for an im* 
mense time. Read a canto in Dante : just as I had 
finished it, <' A sail ! a sail 1" was cried from all quarters. 

Remembering my promise to dear H , I got together 

my writing materials, and scrawled her a few incoherent 
lines full of my very heart. The vessel bore rapidly 
down upon us, but as there was no prospect of either her 
or our lying to, Mr. ■ tied my missive, together with 
one Mr. — - had just scribbled, to a lump of lead, and 
presently we all rushed on deck to see the ship pass us. 
She was an English packet, from Valparaiso, bound to 
London ; her foremast had been carried away, but she 
was going gallantly before the wind. As she passed us, 
Mr. — got up into the boat to have a better chance of 
throwing. I saw him fling powerfully, the little packet 
whizzed through the air, but the distance was impossible, 
and the dark waters received it within twenty feet of the 
ship, which sailed rapidly on, and had soon left us far 
behind. I believe I screamed, as the black sea closed 
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over my poor letter. * « « * 

# # # « * # 

« # # # # * 

Came down to my cabin and cried like a wretch— came 
up again, and found them all at lunch. Went and lay on 
the bowsprit, watching the fair ship courtesying through 
the bright sea with all her sail set, a gallant and graceful 
sight. Came in, wrote journal, translated a German 
fable. Worked at my cap, while my father went on with 
Webster's speech. I am still of the same mind about it, 
though some of the passages he read to-day were finer 
than any I had heard before. He gets over a shallow de- 
scent with admirable plausibility — ^and yet I think I would 
rather be descended from a half heathen Saxon giant, ^an 
from William Penn himself. We dined at table again, 

D could not, she was ill. After dinner, sat working 

for some time ; — ^I had a horrid sick headache, — ^walked 
on deck. The wind and sea were both rising ; we stood 
by the side of the ship, and watched the inky waters 
swelling themselves, and rolling sullenly towards us, till 
they broke in silver clouds against the ship, and sprang 
above her sides, covering us with spray. The sky had 
grown mirk as midnight, and the wind that came rushing 
over the sea, was hot from the south. We staid out tiH 
it grew dark. At tea, the crazy old ship, in one of her 
headlong bounces. Hung my whole supper in my lap; 
the wind and water were riotous, the ship plunged and 
shuddered. After screwing my courage to a game of 
speculation, I was obliged to leave it, and my com- 
panions ;— came down and went to bed<-~Oh horror! 
loathsome life !— 
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Saturday and Sunday* 

Towards evening got up and came on deck: — tremen- 
dous head wind, going off our course ; pray heaven we 
don't make an impromptu landing on Sable island ! Sat 
on the ship's side, watching the huge ocean gathering 
itself up into pitchy mountains, and rolling its vast ridges, 
one after another, against the good ship, who dipped, and 
dipped, and dived down into the black chasm, and then 
sprang up again, and rode over the swelling surges like 
an empress. The sky was a mass of stormy black, here 
and there edged with a copper-looking cloud, and break- 
ing in one or two directions into pale silvery strata, that 
had an unhealthy lightning look : a heavy black squall 
lay ahead of us, like a dusky curtain, whence we saw the 
rain, iringe-like, pouring down against the horizon. The 
wind blew furiously. I got cradled among the ropes, so 
as not to be pitched off when the ship lurched, and en- 
joyed it all amazingly. It was sad and solemn, and, but 
for the excitement of the savage-looking waves, that every 
now and then lifted their overwhelming sides against us, 
it would have made me melancholy : but it stirred my 
spirits to ride over these huge sea-horses, that came 
bounding and bellowing round us. Remained till I was 
chilled with the bitter wind, and wet through with spray ; 
— walked up and down the deck for some time, had 
scarce set foot within the round house, when a sea took 
her in mid ships, and soused the loiterers. Sat up, or 
rather slept up till ten oVlock, and then went down to 
bed. I took up Pelham to-day for a second — 'tis amaz- 
ingly clever, and like the thing it means to be, to boot 
Heard something funny that I wish to remember-— at a 
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Methodist meeting, the singer who led the Psalm tune, 
finding that his conclading word, which was Jacob, had 
not syllables enough to fill up the music adequately, ended 
thus — ^Ja-a-a-a — Ja-a-a-a fol-de-iiddle — cob ! — 



Hondayt 9etli* 

Read Byron's life : — defend me from my friends ! rose 
tolerably late ; after breakfast took a walk on deck— lay 
and slept under our sea-tent ; read on until lunch time — 

dined on deck-rafter dinner walked about with H 

and the captain ; we had seated ourselves on the ship's 
side, but he being called away, we rushed off to the fore- 
castle to enjoy the starlight by ourselves. We sat for a 
little time, but were soon found out ; Mr. — •- and Mr. 
joined us, and we sat till near twelve o'clock, sing- 
ing and rocking under the stars. Venus — << The star of 
love, all stars above," — threw a silver column down the 
sea, like the younger sister of the nioon's reflection. By 
the by, I saw to-day, and with deUght, an American sun- 
set. The glorious god strode down heaven's hill, without 
a cloud to dim his downward path ; — as his golden disk 
touched the panting sea, I turned my head away, and in 
less than a minute, he had fallen beneath the horizon, — 
leapt down into the warm waves, and left one glow of 
amber round half the sky ; upon whose verge, where the 
violet curtain of twiUght came spreading down to meet its 
golden fringe, 

*• The maiden. 
With white fire laden* 
Whom mortals call the moon/' 
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Stood, with her silver lamp in her hand, and her pale 
misty robes casting their wan lustre faintly around her. 
Oh me, how glorious it was ! how sad, how very, very 
sad I was! » * * » * 



Dear, yet forbidden thoughts, that from my soul, 
While shines the weary sun, with stern control 
I drive away ; why, when my spirits lie 
Shrouded in the cold sleep of misery. 
Do ye return, to mock me with false dreaming. 
Where love, and all life's happiness is beaming ? 
Oh visions fair ! that one by one have gone, 
Down, 'neath the dark horizon of my days; 
Let ribt your pale reflection linger on 
In the bleak sky, where live no more your rays. 
Night ! silent nurse, that with thy solemn eyes, 
Hang^st o'er the rocking cradle of the world. 
Oh be thou darker to my dreaming eyes ; 
Nor, in my slumbers, be the past unfurl'd. 
Haunt me no more with whisperings from the dead. 
The dead in heart, the chang'd, the withered ; 
Bring me no more sweet blossoms from my spring. 
Which round my soul their early fragrance fling, 
And, when the morning, with chill icy start. 
Wakes me, hang blighted round my aching heart : 
Oh night, and slumber, be ye visionless. 
Dark as the grave, deep as forgetfulness ! 

****** 
******* 
Night, thou shalt nurse me, but be sure, good nurse. 
While sitting by my bed, that thou art mlent. 
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I will not let thee sing me to my slumbers 
With the sweet lullabies of fonner times. 
Nor tell me tales, as other gossips wont^ 
Of the strange fairy days, that are all gone. 

tVednescta^r* 98th« 

Skipped writing on Tuesday — so much the better — ^a 
miserable day spent between heart-achft and side-ache. 

Rose late, breakfasted with H , afterwards went and 

sat on the forecastle, where I worked the whole morning, 
woman^s work, stitching. It was intensely hot till about 
two o'clock, when a full east wind came on, which the 
sailors all blessed, but which shook from its cold wings a 
heavji clammy, chilly dew, that presently pierced all our 
clothes, and lay on the deck like rain, -^t dinner we 
were very near having a scene : the Bostonian and the 
Jacksonite falling out again about the President, and a 
sharp, quick, snapping conversation, which degenerated 
into a snarl on one side, and a growl on tlie other, for a 
short time rather damped the spirits of the table. Here, 
at least. General Jackson seems very unpopular, and half 
the company echoed in earnest what I said in jest to end 
the dispute, <* Oh hang General Jackson I" After dinner, 

returned to the forecastle with H to see the sun set ; 

her brother followed us thither. * * * 

Finished my work, and then, tying on sundry veils and 

handkerchiefs, danced on deck for some time — I then 

walked about with —— , by the light of the prettiest young 

moon imaginable. » « « * * 

« • « • « « 

Afterwards sat working and stifling in the round-house 

4 



88 jomwAL. 

till near ten, and then being no longer able to endare the 
heat, came down, undressed, and sat luxuriouslj on the 
ground in my dressing-gown drinking lemonade. At twelve 
went to bed ; the men kept up a horrible row on deck half 
the night ; singing, dancing, whooping, and running over 
our heads. ♦ * » * * 

The captain brought me to-day a land-swallow, which 
having flown oat so far, came hovering exhausted over the 
ship and suffered itself to be caught. Poor little creature ! 
how very much more I do love all things than men and 
women ! I felt sad to death for its weary little wings and 
frightened heart, which beat against my hand, without its 
having strength to struggle. I made a cage in a basket for 
it, and gave it some seed, which it will not eat — little car- 
niverous wretch ! I must catch some flies for it. 

Tlnursdayt fi9th» 

My poor little bird is dead. I am sorry ! 1 could mourn 
almost as much over the death of a soulless animal, as I 
would rejoice at that of a brute with a soul. Life is to 
these winged things a pure enjoyment, and to see the rapid 
pinions folded and the bright eye Aimed, conveys sadness 
to the heart, for 'tis almost like looking on — what indeed 
is not — ^utter cessation of existence. Poor little creature ! 
I wish it had not died — I would but have borne it tenderly 
and carefully to shore, and given it back to the air again ! 

I sat down stairs in my cabin all day ; the very spirit of 
doggrel possessed me, and! poured forth rhymes as rapidly 
as possible, and they were as bad as possible — ^wrote jour- 
nal ; in looking over my papers fell in with the Star of 
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Seville— some of it is very good* I'll write an English 
tragedy next. Dined at table — our heroes have drunk 
wine, and are amicable. After dinner went on deck, and 
took a short walk ; saw the sun set, which he did like a 
god, as he is, leaving the sky like a geranium curtain, 
which overshadowed the sea with rosy light — ^beautiful ! 
Came down and sat on the floor like a Turkish woman, 
stitching, singing, and talking, till midnight ; supped — and 
to bed. My appetite seems like the Danaides' tub, of 
credible memory. * ♦ * * » 



Friday, SOtlL. 

On soundings. A fog and a calm. Sky, yellow, sea 
grey, dripping, damp, dingy, dark, and very disagreeable. 
Sat working, reading, and talking in our own cabin all 
day. Read part of a book called Adventures of a Younger 
Son. The gentlemen amused themselves with fishing, 
and brought up sundry hake and dog-fish. I examined 
the heart of one of the fish, and was surprised at the long 
continuance of pulsation after the cessation of existence. 
In the evening sang, talked, and played French blind 
man's buff — sat working till near one o'clock, and read- 
ing Moore's Fudge Family, — which is good fun. It's too 
hard to be becalmed within thirty hours of our destina- 
tion. * * * * * * 
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WI17 art thoa weeping. 
Over the bappj, 1>^PP7 cl^ead. 
Who are gone awaj. 
From tiiis life of claj, 
From-tfais fount of tears. 
From this burthen of yoan, 
From nn, from sorrow. 
From sad '^to-monrow,*' 
From struggling and creeping: 
Why art thou weeping. 
Oh fool, for the dead ? 

Why art thou weeping. 
Over the steadfiist fidthful dead. 
Who can never change, 
Nor grow cold and strange. 
Nor turn away, 
In a single day. 
From the love they bore. 
And the faith they swore. 
Who are true for ever. 
Will slight thee never, 
But love thee still. 
Thorough good and ill, 
• With the constancy 
Of eternity : 
Why art thou weeping, 
Oh fool, for the dead ? 

They are your only friends. 

For where this foul life ends, 

Alone beginneth truth, and love, and faith ; 

All which sweet blossoms are preserved by.death. 
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8»tiirday« 31st« 

Becalmed again till about two o'clock, when a fair wind 
sprang up, and we set to rolling before it like mad. How 
curious it is to see the ship, like a drunken man, reel through 
the waters, pursued by that shrill scold the wind. Worked 
at my handkerchief, and read aloud to them Mrs. Jame- 
son's book. ♦ * * « » 

Set my foot half into a discussion about Portia, but 
withdrew it in time. Lord bless us ! what foul nonsense 
people do talk, and what much fouler nonsense it is to 
answer them. Got very sick, and lay on the ground till 
dinner-time ; went to table, but withdrew again while it 
was yet in my power to do so gracefully. Lay on the floor 
all the evening, singing for very sea-sickness ; suddenly it 
occurred to me, that it was our last Saturday night on 
board ; whereupon I indited a song to the tune of '* To 
Ladies' eyes around, boys" — and having duly instructed- 
Mr. — how to " speak the speech," we went to supper. 
Last — /a^/— dear, dear, what is there in that word ! I 
don't know one of this ship's company, don't care for some 
of them — ^I have led a loathsome life in it for a month past, 
and yet the last Saturday night seemed half sad to me. 
Mr. — sang my song and kept my secret : the song 
was encored, and my father innocently demanded the 
author ; I gave liim a tremendous pinch, and looked very 
silly. Merit like murder will out ; so I fancy that when 
they drank the health of the author, the whole table was 
aware of the genius that sat among them. They afterwards 
sang a dever parody of *' To all ye ladies now at land," 
by Mr. , the ** canny Scot," who has kept himself so 

quiet all the way. Came to bed at about half-past twelve, 

4* 
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while undressing, I heard the captain come down stairs and 
announce that we were clear of Nantucket shoal, and with- 
in one hundred and fifty miles of New York, which in- 
telligence was received with three cheers. They continued 
to sing and shout till very late. 

SATURDAY NIGHT SONG. 

Come fill the can again, boys, 

One parting glass, one parting glass, 

Ere we shall meet again, boys, 

Long years may pass, long years may pass. 

We'll drink the gallant bark, boys, 

That's borne us through, thaf s borne us through. 

Bright waves and billows dark, boys, 

Our ship find crew, our ship and crew. 

We'll drink those eyes that bright, hoys. 
With smiling ray, with smiling ray, 
Have shone like stars to light, boys. 
Our wat'ry way, our wat'ry way. 
We'll drink our English home, boys. 
Our fiither-land, our father-land. 
And the shores to wluch we're come, boys, 
A siater strand, a sister strand. 

Snndayt SepteaalMr lid* 

Rose at half-past six : the sun was shining brilliantly ; woke 

H and went on deck with her. The morning was 

glorious, the sun had risen two hours in the sky, the sea 
was cut by a strong breeze, and curled into ridges that came 
like emerald banks crowned with golden spray round our 
ship ; she was going through the water at nine knots an 
hour. I sat and watched the line of light that lay like a 
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faijy road to the east— towards my country, mj dear, 
dear home. * * , « » * 

Breakfasted at table for the first time sinee Fve been on 
board the ship, I did hope, the last. After breakfast put 
my things to rights, tidied our cabin for prayers, and began 
looking out the lessons ; while doing so, the joyful sound, 
*'Land, land 1" was heard aloft. I rushed on deck, 
and between the blue waveless sea, and the bright un- 
clouded sky, lay the wished-for line of darker element. 
*Twas Long Island : through a glass I descried the undula- 
tions of the coast, and even the trees that stood relieved 
against the sky. Hail, strange land ! my heart greets you 
coldly and sadly ! Oh how I thought of Columbus, as 
with eyes strained and on tip-toe our water-weary passen- 
-gers stood, after a summer's sail of thirty days, welcoming 
their mother earth. The day was heavenly, though intensely 
hot, the sky utterly cloudless, and by that same token, I 
do not love a cloudless sky. They tell me that this is their 
American weather almost till Christmas ; that's nice, for 
those who like frying. Commend me to dear England's 
soft, rich, sad, harmonious skies and foliage, commend me 
to the misty curtain of silver vapour that hangs over her 
September woods at morning, and shrouds them at night : 
— ^in short, I am home-sick before touching land. After 
lunch, my father read prayers to us, and that excellent 
sermon of dear Mr. Thurstone's on taking the sacrament. 
After prayers, came on deck ; there were two or three 
sails in sight — ^hailed a schooner which passed us — bad 
news of the cholera-^pleasant this— walked about, collected 
goods and chattels, wrote journal, spent some time in 
seeing a couple of geese take a sea-swim with strings tied 
tp their legs. After dinner, sat in my cabin some time, 
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walked on deck ; when the gentlemen joined us we .danced 
the son down, and the moon up. The sky was like the 
jewel-shop of angels ; I never saw such brilliant stars nor 
80 deep an azure to hang them in. The moon was grown 
powerful, and Hooded the deck where we sat playing at 
Mind man's buff, magic music, and singing, and talking of 
shore till midnight, when we came to bed. I must not forget 
how happy an omen greeted us this morning. As we stood 
watching the ^^dolce color di oriental zajiro,^^ one of the 
wild wood pigeons of America flew round our mizen-mast, 
and alighted on the top-sail yard — this was the first living 
creature which welcomed us to the New World, and it 
pleased my superstitious fancy. I would have given any* 
thing to have caught the bird, but after resting itself awhile, 
it took flight again, and left us. We were talking to-day 
to one of our steerage passengers, a Huddersfield manufac- 
turer, going out in quest of a living, with five children of 
his own to take care of, and two nephews. The father of 
the latter, said our Yorkshireman, having married a second 
time, and these poor children being as it were '' thriaten 
(thrust) out into the world loike— whoy oi jist took care of 
tiiem." Verily, verily, he will have his reward — ^these 
tender mercies of the poor to one another are beautiful, 
and most touching. 

Monday, Septeitt1»er 3d* 

I had desired the mate to call me by sunrise, and ac- 
cordingly in the midst of a very sound and satisfactory 
sleep, Mr. Curtis shook me roughly by the arm, informing 
me that the sun was just about to rise. The glorious god 
was quicker at his toilet than I at mine, for though I did but 
put on a dressing-gown and cloak, I found him come out 
of his eastern chamber, arrayed like a bridegroom, without 
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a single^beam missing. I called H , and we remained 

on deck watching the clouds like visions of brightness and 
beauty, enchanted creations of some strange spelMand-- 
at every moment assuming more fantastic shapes and gor- 
geous tints— dark rockis seemed to rise, with dazzling sum- 
mits of light, pale lakes of purest blue spread here and 
there between, the sun now shining through a white wreath 
of floating silver, now firing, with a splendour that the eye 
shrank from, the edges of some black cloudy mass. Oh, 
it was surpassing ! — ^We were becalmed, however, which 
rather damped all our spirits, and half made the captain 
swear. Towards mid-»day we had to thank heaven for an 
incident. A brig had been standing aft against the horizon 
for some hours past, and we presently descried a boat row- 
ing from her towards us. The distance was some five 
miles, the sun broiling, we telescoped and stood on tip-toe, 
they rowed stoutly, and in due time boarded us. She was 
an English brig from Bristol, had been out eleven weeks, 
distressed by contrary winds, and was in want of provisions. 
The boat's crew was presently surrounded, grog was given 
the men, porter to the captain and his companion. Our dear 
captain supplied them with everything they wanted, and our 
poor steerage passengers sent their mite to the distressed 
crew in the shape of a sack of potatoes. They remained half 
an hour on board, we clustering round them, questioning 
and answering might and main. As H-<-— *• said, they were 
new faces at least, and though two of the most ill-favoured 
physiognomies I ever set eyes on, there was something 
refreshing even in their ugly novelty. After this the whole 
day was one of continual excitement, nearing the various 
points of land, greeting vessels passing us, and watching 
those bound on the same course. At about four o'clock 
a schooner came alongside with a news collector ; he was 
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half devoured with queries ; news of the cholera, reports 
of the tariff and bank questions were loudly demanded ; 
poor people, how anxiously they looked for replies to the 
first. Mr. , upon whose arm I leant, turned pale as 

death while asking how it had visited Boston. Poor fel- 
low ! poor people all, my heart ached with their anxiety. 
As the evening darkened, the horizon became studded 
with sails ; at about eight o'clock we discovered the High- 
lands of Neversink, the entrance to New York harbour, 
and presently the twin lights of Sandy Hook glimmered 
against the sky. We were all in high spirits, a fresh 
breeze bad sprung up, we were making rapidly to land, 
the lovely ship, with all sail set,- courtesying along the 
smooth waters. The captain alone seemed anxious, and 
was eagerly looking out for the pilot. Some had gathered 

to the ship's side, to watch the progress of Colonel , 

who had left us and gone into the news-boat, which was 
dancing like a fairy by the side of our dark vessel. Cheer- 
ing resounded on all sides, rockets were fired from the 
ship's stem, we were all dancing, when suddenly a cry 
was echoed round of " A pilot, a pilot," and close under 
the ship's side a light graceful little schooner shot like an 
arrow through the dim twilight, followed by a universal 
huzza ; she tacked, and lay to, but proved only a news- 
boat : while, however, all were gathered round the collec- 
tor, the pilot-boat came alongside, and the pilot on board ; 
the captain gave up the cares and glories of command, and 
we danced an interminable country dance. All was ex- 
citement and joyous confusion ; poor Mr. ^ alone seem- 
ed smitten with sudden anxiety ; the cholera reports had 
filled him with alarm, lest his agent should have died, and 
his affairs on his arrival be in confusion and ruin — ^poor 
fellow, I was very sorry for him. We went down to sup- 
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per at ten, and were very merry, in spite of the ship's 
bumping twice or thrice upon the sands. Game up and 
dandled upon deck, saw them cast anchor ; away went the 
chain, down dropped the heavy stay, the fair ship swung 
round, and there lay New York before us, with its cluster* 
ed lights shining like a distant constellation against the 
dark outline of land. Remained on deck till very late, 
were going to bed, when the gentlemen entreated us to 
join their party once more ; we did so, sang all the old 
songs, laughed at all the old jokes, drank our own and each 
other's health, wealth, and prosperity, and came to bed at 
two o'clock. Our cradle rocks no longer, but lies still 
on the still waters ; we have reached our destination, 
thank God ! I did so with all my soul. 

TnesdajTi September 4t]if i 
Nevr Torky America* S 

It is true, by my faith, it is true ; there it is written, here 
1 sit, I am myself and no other, this is New York and no- 
where else--X)h, <• singular strange!" Our passengers 
were all stirring and about at peep of day, and I got up 
myself at half past six. Trunks lay scattered in every di- 
Tection around, and all were busily preparing to leave the 
good ship Pacific. Mercy on us ! it made me sad to leave 
her and my shipmates. I feel like a wretch swept down a 
nver to the open sea, and catch at the last boughs that 
hang over the banks to stay me from that wide loneliness. 
'^e morning was real Manchester. I believe some of the 
passengers had brought the fog and rain in their English 
clothes, which they were all putting on, together with best 
hats, dandy cravats, etc.— to make a sensation. A fog 
hung over the shores of Staten Island and Long Island, in 
•pite of which, and a dreary, heavy, thick rain, I thought 
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the hiily ontline of the fonner very beautiful ; the trees and 
grass were rather sunburnt, but in a fair spring day I 
should think it must be lovely. We breakfasted, and 
packed ourselves into our shawls and bonnets, and at half 
past nine the steamboat came alongside to take us to 
shore : it was different from any English steamboat I ever 
saw, having three decks, and being consequently a vessel 
of very considerable size. We got on board her all in the 
rain and misery, and as we drifted on, our passengers 
collected to the side of the boat, and gave *' The dear old 
Lady" three cheers. Poor ship! there she lay — ^all sails 
reefed, rocking in melancholy inaction, deserted by her 
merry inmates, lonely and idle— poor Pacific ! I should 
like to return in that ship ; I would willingly skip a pas- 
sage in order to do so. All were looking at the shores ; 
some wondering and admiring, others recognizing through 
the rain and mist, as best they might ; I could not endure 
to lift my eyes to the strange land, and even had I done 

so, was crying too bitterly to see anything. Mr. and 

Mr. ■ went to secure apartments for us at the American 
Hotel, and after bidding good-by to the sea, we packed 
ourselves into a hackney coach, and progressed. The 
houses are almost all painted glaring white or red ; the 
other favourite colours appear to be pale straw colour and 
grey. They have all green Venetian shutters, which give 
an idea of coolness, and almost every house has a tree or 
trees in its vicinity, which looks pretty and garden-like. 
We reached our inn, — the gentlemen were waiting for us, 
and led us to our drawing-room. I had been choking for 
the last three hours, and could endure no more, but sobbed 
like a wretch aloud * » » « 

There was a piano in the room, to which I flew with the 
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appetite of one who has lived on the music of the speaking- 
trumpet for a month ; that, and some iced lemonade and 
cake, presently restored my spirits. I went on playing 
and singing till I was exhausted, and then sat down and 

wrote journal. Mr. went out and got me Sir Hum* 

phrey Davy's Salmonia, which I had been desiring, and 
he had been speaking of, on board ship. 

At five o'clock we all met once more together to dinner. 
Our drawing-room being large and pleasant, the table was 
laid in it. 'Tis curious how an acquaintanceship of thirty 
days has contrived to bind together in one common feeling 
of kindness and good-fellowship persons who never met 
before, who may never meet again. To-morrow we all 
separate to betake ourselves each to our several path ; and 
as if loath to part company, they all agreed to meet once 
more on the eve of doing so, probably for ever. How 
strongly this clinging principle is inherent in our natures ! 
These men have no fine sympathies of artificial creation, 
and this exhibition of adhesiveness is in them a real, and 
heart-sprung feeling. It touched me — ^indeed it may well 
do so; for friends of thirty days are better than utter 
strangers, and when these my shipmates shall be scattered 
abroad, there will be no human being left near us whose face 
we know, or whose voice is familiar to ns. Our dinner 
was a favourable specimen of eating as practised in this 
new world ; everything good, only in too great a profusion, 
the wine drinkable, and the fruit beautiful to look at; in 
point of flavour it was infinitely inferior to English hot- 
house fruit, or even fine espalier fruit raised in a good as- 
pect. Everything was wrapped in ice, whicli is a most 
luxurious necessary in this hot climate ; but the things 
yrere put on the table in a slovenly, outlandish fashion ; fish, 
soup, and meat, at once, and puddings, and tarts, and 

5 
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cheese, at another once ; no finger glassest and a patched 
table-cloth, — ^in short, a want of that style and neatness 
which is found in every hotel in England. The waiters, 
too, reminded us of the half-savage highland lads that used 
to torment us under that denomination in Glasgow— ^nly 
that they were wild Irish instead of wild Scotch. The 
day had cleared, and become intensely hot, towards even- 
ing softening and cooling under the serene influences of 
the loveliest moon imaginable* The streets were brilliantly 
lighted, the shops through the trees, and the people parading 
between them, reminded me very much of the Boulevards. 
We left the gentlemen, and went down stairs, where I 
played and sang for three hours. On opening the door, I 
found a junta of men sitting on the hall floor, round it, and 
smoking. Came up for coffee; most of the genilemen 
were rather elated, — we sang, and danced, and talked, and 
seemed exceeding loath to say good-by. I sat listening to 
the dear Doctor's theory of the nature of the soul, which 
savoured infinitely more of the spirituality of the bottle 
than of immaterial existences. I heard him descant very 
tipsily upon the vital principle, until my fatigue getting 
fairly the better of my afiection for him, I bade our re- 
maining guests good night, and came to bed. 

'Wednesday Stlk 

I have been in a sulky fit half the day, because people 
will keep walking in and out of our room without leave or 
license, which is coming ar great deal too soon to Hope's 
idea of Heaven. I am delighted to see my friendis, but I 
like to tell them so, and not that they should take it for 
granted. When I made my appearance in my dressing 
gowttt (my clothes not being comCt and the day too hot 



J0I7KMAL. 51 

for a siik pelisse) great was my amazement to find our 
whole ship's company assembled at the table. After break- 
fast they dispersed, and I sat writing journal, and playing, 

and singing. Colonel — and Mr. called. Our 

Boston friends leave us to-day for their homes. I am sorry 

to lose them, though I think H will be the better for 

rest. Mrs. -— — called to see D — p- to-day. I remem- 
ber her name, as one of the first things I do remember. A 
Tisit from a Mr. — ^-, one of the directors of the Custom- 
House, and W— P — -, brother to the proprietor of 
the Park Theatre, who is a lawyer of considerable reputa- 
tion here. The face of the first was good, the other's 
clever. I said nothing, as usual, and let them depart in 

peace. We dined at half past two, with the H ^'s and 

Mr. . At half past three we walked down to the 

quay to convoy them to their steamboat, which looked in- 
deed like a *^ castle on the main." We saw them on board, 
went down and looked at the state cabin, which was a 
magnificent room, and would have done charmingly for a 
galoppade. We bade our new friends, whom I like better 
than some old ones, good-by, and walked briskly on to 
the battery, to see them as they passed it. The sun was 
intensely hot, and as I struggled forward, hooked up to 
this young Sheffield giant, I thought we were the living 
illustration of Hood's '• Long and Short" of it. We gain- 
ed the battery, and saw the steamboat round ; our travellers 
kept the deck with **hat and glove and handkerchief," 
as long as we could see them. This battery is a beautiful 
marine parade, commanding the harbour and entrance of 
the bay, with Governor's Island, and its dusky red fort, 
and the woody shores of New Jersey and Long Island. 
A sort of public promenade, formed of grass plots, planted 
with a variety of trees, affords a very agreeable position 



52 JOURNAL. 

from whence to enjoy the lovely view. My companion 
informed me that this was a fashionable resort some time 
ago, but owing to its being frequented by the lowest and 
dirtiest of the rabble, who in this land of liberty roll theni- 
selves on the grass, and otherwise annoy the more respect* 
able portion of the promenaders, it has been much deserted 
l^y, and is now only traversed by the higher classes as 
a thoroughfare. The trees and grass were vividly and 
luxuriantly green, but the latter grew rank and long, unshorn 
and untidy. " Oh," thought I, ** for a pair of English shears, 
to make these green carpets as smooth and soft and thick 
as the close piled Genoa velvet." It looked neglected and 
slovenly. Game home up Broadway, which is a long street 
of tolerable width, full of shops, in short the American 
Cfxford road, where all people go to exhibit themselves and 
examine others. The women that I have seen hitherto 
have all been very gaily dressed, with a pretension to 
French style, and a more than English exaggeration of it. 
They all appear to me to walk with a French shuffle, 
which, as their pavements are flat, I can only account for 
by their wearing shoes made in the French fashion, which 
are enough in themselves to make a waddler of the best 
wsdker that ever set foot to earth. Two or three were 
pretty girls, but the town being quite empty, these are 
probably bad specimens of the graces and charms that 
adorn Broadway in its season of shining. Game home and 

had tea ; after which my father, I, and Mr. crossed 

the Park (a small bit of grass enclosed in white palings, 
in plain English, a green) to the Theatre. Wallaok was to 
act in the Rent Day. Mercy how strange I felt as I once 
more set foot in a theatre ; the sound of the applause set my 
teeth on edge. The house is pretty though rather gloomy, 
well formed, about the size of the Haymarket, with plenty 
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of gold Gamng« and red silk about it, looking rieh and 
warm. The audience was considerable, but aU men; 
scarce, I should think, twenty women in the dress circle, 
where, by the bye, as well as in the private boxes, I saw 
men sitting with their hats on. The Rent Day is a 
thorough melodrama, only the German monster has put 
on a red waistcoat and top boots. Nathless this is a good 
thing of a bad sort, the incidents, though not all probable, 
or even as skilfully tacked together as they might be, are 
striking and dramatically effective, and the whole piece 
turns on those home feelings, those bitterest realities of 
every-day life, that wring one's heart, beyond the pain 
that one allows works of fiction to excite. As for the 
imitation of Wilkie's pictures, the first was ytry pretty, 
but the second I did not see, my face being buried in my 
handkerchief, besides having a quarter less seven fathom 
of tears over it, at the time. I cried most bitterly during 
the whole piece, for as in his very first scene Wallack'asks 
his wife if she will go with him to America, • and she re- 
plies " What, leave the farm V* I set off from thence and 
ceased no more. The manager's wife, and another woman 
were in the box, which was his, and I thought #e should 
have carried away the front of it with our tears. Wallack 
played admirably: I had never seen him before, and was 
greatly delighted with his acting. I thought him handsome 
of a rustic kind, the very thing for the part he played, a 
fine English yeoman ; he reminded me of -— — . At the 
end of the play came home with a tremendous headache : 
sat gossiping and drinking lemonade. Presently a tap at 
the door came, and through the door came Mr. .— — . I 
shook hands with him, and began expatiating on the im- 
pertinence of people's not inquiring down stairs whether 
we were at home or not before they came up— I don't be- 

5* 
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liere he took my idea. Mr. came in to bid vm good- 

by: he starts to-morrow for Baltimore. He is a nice, 
good-tempered yonng Irishman, with more tongae than 
brains, but still clever enongh : I am sorry he is going. 
Came to bed-room at eleven, remained np till one, unpack- 
ing goods and chattels. Mercy on me, what a cargo it is ! 
They have treated us like ambassadors, and not one of our 
one and twenty huge boxes have been touched. 

TliiiTMbbjr 6U&* 

Rose at eight. After breakfast began writing to my 
brother ; while doing so they brought up Captain -?--**s and 
Mr. * s cards. I was delighted to see our dear Cap- 

tain again, who, in spite of his glorious slip slop, is a glo- 
rious fellow. They sat some time. Colonel .— called, 
— ^he walks my father off his legs. When they were all 
gone, finished letter and wrote joumaL Unpacked and 
sorted things. Opened with a trembling heart my bonnet 
box, and found my precious JJevy squeezed to a crush — ^I 
pulled it out, rebowed, and reblonded, and reflowered it, 
and now it looks good enough << pour les /Aouvages mam- 
thelle Fannie." Worked at my muslin gown, in short did 
a deal. A cheating German woman came here this morn- 
ing with some bewitching canezous and pelerines : I chose 
two that I wanted, and one very pretty one that I didn^t, 
but as she asked a heathen price for 'em, I took only the 
former ;— dear good little me !* We dined at five. After 

* I do not know how it is to be accounted for, but in spite of much 
lighter duties, every article of dress, particularly silks, embroid- 
eries, and aU French manufactures are more expensive here than 
in England. The extravagance of the American women in this 
part of their expenditure is, considering the average fortunes of 
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dinner smg and played to my father, *^ all by the light of 
the moon." The evening was, as the day had been, 
lovely ; and as I stood by his side near the open window, 
and saw him inhaling the pure fresh air, which he said in- 
vigorated and revived him, and heard him exclaim upon 
the beauty of our surroundings, half my regret for this 
exile meltied away, * * * • 

He said to me, " Is there not reason to be grateful to 
God, when we look at these fair things ?" — and indeed, 
indeed, there is : yet these things are not to me what they 
were. He told me that he had begun a song on board 
ship for the last Saturday night, but that not feeling well he 
had given it up, but the very same ideas I had made use 
of, had occurred to him. * * * * 

****** 

This is not surprising ; the ideas were so obvious that 
there was no escaping them. My father is ten years 
younger since he came here, already. * * 

****** 

Colonel — came in after tea, and took my father off 
to the Bowery theatre. I remained with D singing, 

and stitching, and gossiping till twelve o'clock. My father 
has been introduced to half the town, and tells me that far 
from the democratic MLster^ which he expected to be every 
man's title here, he had made the acquaintance of a score 
of municipal dignitaries, and some sixty colonels and 
major-generals-^f militiai^ Their omnibuses are vehicles 
of rank, and the Ladief Washington, Clinton, and Van 

this country, quite extraordinary. They never walk in the strecti 
bat in the most showy and extreme toilette, and I have known 
twenty, forty, and sixty dollars paid for a bonnet to wear in a 
morning saunter up Broadway. 
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BeD0aldar»* ralde ibeir crazy bones sdong the payement for 
all the world like any other old woman of quality. 

These democrats are as title-sick as a banker's wife in 
England. My father told me to-day, that Mr. ^— ^ talking 
about the state of the country, spoke of the lower orders 
finding their level ; now this enchants me, because a repubv 
He is a natural anomaly; there is nothing republican in. the 
construction of the material universe ; there be highlands 
and lowlands, lordly mountains as barren as any aristocracy, 
and lowly valleys, as productive as any labouring classes. 
The feeling of rank, of inequality, is inherent in us, a part 
of the veneration of our natures ; and like most of our pro- 
perties seldom finds its right channels — ^in place of which 
it has created artificial ones suited to the frame of society 
into which the civilized world has formed itself. I believe 
in my heart that a republic is the noblest, highest, and 
purest form of government ; but I believe that according to 
the present disposition of human creatures, 'tis a mere beau 
ideal, totally incapable of realization. What the world may 
be fit for six hundred years hence, I cannot exactly per- 
ceive — but in the mean time, 'tis my conviction that Ameri- 
ca wiU be a monarchy before I am a skeleton. 

One of the curses of living at an inn in this unceremo- 
nious land : Dr. walked in this evening, accompanied 

by a gentleman, whom he forthwith introduced to us. I 
behaved very ill, as I always do on these occasions ; but 
'tis an impertinence, and I shall take good care to certify 
such to be ray opinion of these free and easy proceedii^. 
The man had a silly manner, but h« may be a genius for all 
that. He abused General Jackson, and said the cholera 
was owing to his presidency ; for that Clay had predicted, 

* These we the titles of three ommbuses which run up and 
down Broadway all the day long. 



JOUBNAL. §7 

that when he came into power, battlet pestilence, and famine, 
would come upon the land : which prophecy finds its ac- 
complishment tlius : they have had a war with the Indians, 
the cholera has raged, and the people, flying from the in- 
fected cities to the country, have eaten half the farmers 
out of house and home. This hotel reminds me most 
extremely of our '< iligant" and untidy apartments in dear 
nasty Dublin, at the Shelbourne. The paper in our bed- 
room is half peeling from the walls, our beds are without 
curtains, then to be sure there are pier looking-glasses, and 
one or two pieces of showy French furniture m it. 'Tis 
customary, tod, here, I find, for men to sleep three or four 
in a room ; conceive an Englishman shown into a dormitory 
for half-a-dozen ! I can't think how they endure it ; but, 
however, I have a fever at all those things. My father 
asked me, this evening, to write a sonnet about the wild 
pigeon's welcoming us to America ; I had thought of it 
with scribbling intent before, but he wants to get it up 
here, and that sickened me. 

Friday* 7th. 

Rose at eight : after breakfast tidied my dressing-box, mend- 
ed and tucked my white muslin gown^ — wrote journal : 

while doing so. Colonel came to take leave of us for 

a few days, he is going to join his wife in the country. 

Mr. called and remained some time ; while he was 

here, the waiter brought me word that a Mr. •^— wanted 
to see me. I sent word down that my father was out, 
knowing no such person, and supposing the waiter had 
mistaken whom he asked for, but the gentleman persisted 
in seeing me, and presently in walked a good-looking 
elderly, man, who introduced himself as Mr. — » to 
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whom my father had letters of introdaetion. He sat-hun* 
self down, and pottered a little, and then went away. When 
he was gone, Mr. ^——informed me that this was one of 
the men of New York, in point of wealth, influence, and 
consideration. He had been a great auctioneer, but had 
retired from business, having, among his other honours, 
filled the office of Mayor of New York. My father smd 

Mr. went to put our letters in the post : I practised 

and needle-worked till dinner-time ; after dinner, as I stood 
at the window looking at the lovely sky, and the brilliant 
earth, a curious effect of light struck me. Within a hun- 
dred yards of each other, the Town Hall lay, with its 
white walls glowing in the sun-set, while the tall grey 
church-steeple, was turning pale in the clear moonlight. 
That Town Hall is a white-washed anomaly, and yet its 
effect is not altogether bad. I took a bath at the house be* 
hind it, which is very conveniently arranged for that pur- 
pose, with a French sort of gallery, all papered with the 
story of Psyche in lead -coloured paper, that reminded me 
of the doughy immortals I used to admire so much, at the 
inns at Abbeville, and Montreuil. The house was kept 
by a foreigner — I knew it. My father proposed to us a 
walk, and we accordingly sallied forth. We walked to the 
end of Broadway, a distance of two miles, I should think, 
and then back again. The evening was most lovely. The 
moon was lighting the whole upper sky, but every now 
and then, as we crossed the streets that led to the river, 
we caught glimpses of the water, and woody banks, and the 
sky that hung over them ; which all were of that deep orange 
tint, that I never saw, but in Claude's pictures. After 
walking nearly a mile up Broadway, we came to Canal 
street; it is broader and finer than any I have yet seen in 
New York, and at one end of it, a Christian chureh» 
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copied from some Pagan temple or other, looked ex- 
ceedingly well, in the full flood of silver light that stream- 
ed from Heaven. There were many temptations to look 
around, but the flags were so horribly broken and out of 
order, that to do so was to run ihe risk of breaking one's 
neck ^— this is very bad.* The street was very much 
thronged, and I thought the crowd a more civil and orderly 
one, than an English crowd. The men did not jostle or 
push one another, or tread upon one's feet, or kick down 
oiie^s shoe heels, or crush one's bonnet into one's face, or 
turn it round upon one's head, all which I have seen done 
in London streets. There is this to be said : the crowd 
was abroad merely for pleasure, sauntering along, which is 
a thing never seen in London ; the proportion of idle 
loungers who frequent the streets there, being very incon- 
siderable, when compared with the number of people going 
on business through the town. I observed that the young 
men to night, invariably made room for women to pass, 
and many of them, as they drew near us, took the segar 
from their mouth, which Ithought especially courteous.! 

♦ The New Yorkers have began to «ee the evil of their ways, 
as far as regards their carriage-road in Broadway; — which is now 
partly Macadamized. It is devoutly to be hoped, that the worthy 
authorities will soon have as much compassion on the feet of their 
fellow-citizens, as they have begun to have for their brutes. 

t The roughness and want of refinement, which is legitimately 
compluned of in this country, is often however mitigated by in- 
slances of civility, which would not be found commonly elsewhere. 
As I have noticed above, the demeanour of men towards women 
in the streets, is infinitely more courteous here than with us; 
women can walk too, with perfect safety, by themselves, either in 
New York, Philadelphia, or Boston; on board the steamboats, no 
person sits down to table until the ladies are accommodated with 
seat% and I have myself in church, benefited by the civility of men. 
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They were all dmoking, to a man, except those who were 
spitting, which helped to remind me of Paris, to which 
the whole place hore a slight resemblance. The shops 
appear to me to make no show whatever, and will not 
bear a comparison with the brilliant display of the Parisian 
streets, or the rich magnificence of our own, in that re- 
spect. The women dress very much, and very much like 
French women gone mad ; they all of them seem to me to 
walk horribly ill, as if thoy wore tight shoes. Came in 
rather tired, took tea, sang an immensity, wrote journal, 
looked at the peerless moon, and now will go to bed. 

Saturday* 8tli* 

Stitching the whole blessed day ; and as I have new no 
maid to look afler them, my clothes run some chance of 

being decently taken care of, and kept in order. Mr. 

and his daughter called ; I like him, he appears very intelli- 
gent, and the expression of his countenance is clever and 
agreeable. His daughter was dressed up in French clothes, 
and looked very stiff, but, however, a first visit is an awk- 
ward thing, and nothing that isn't thorough-bred, everdoeB 

it quite well. When they were gone, Mr. called. 

By the bye of Mr. , while he was speaking, he came 

to the word calculate, and stopping half way, substituted 
another for it, which made me laugh internally. Mercy 
on me ! how sore all these people are about Mrs. Trollope's 
book, and how glad I am I did not read it. She must have 
spoken the truth though, for lies do not rankle so. 

*' Qui ne nous louche point, ne nous fait pas rougir." 

who have left their pew, and stood, during the whole service, in 
order to afford me room. 
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Worked till dinner-time. -«— - dined with us ; wh^t a 
handsome man he is ; but oh ! what a within and without 
actor. I wonder whether I cjrry such a brand in ^verj 
limb and look of me ; if I thought so» I'd strangle myself. 
An actor shall be self-convicted in five hundred. There 
is a eeasdess striving at effect^ a straining after points in 
talking, and a lamp and orange-peel twist in every action. 
How odious it is to me. Absolute and Unmitigated vul- 
garity, I can put up with, and welcome; but, good 
Heaven^ defend me from the genteel version of vulgarity, 
to see which in perfectioii, a country actor, particular!)^ if 
he is dso manager, and sees occasionally people who be- 
speak plays, is yoor best occasion. My dear father, who 
was a little elated, made me sing to him, which I greatly 
gidped at. When he was gone, went on playing and sing- 
ing. Wrote journal, and now to bed. Fmdeadof the side- 
ache.* 

Rose at eight. While ! was dressing, D— — Went out of 
the room, and presently I heard sundry exclamations: 
*• Good God, is it you ! How are you ? How have you 
been V^ I opened the door, and saw my uncle. 
# ♦ ♦ # * * 

* Saw % woman ridiag to-day $ but she has gotten a black velvet 
beret upon her head. — Only think of a beret on horseback! The 
horses here are none of them properly broken: their usual pace 
bdng a wrong-legged half-canter, or a species of shambling trot 
denominated with infinite justice a rack. They are all broken 
with snaffles instead of curbs, carry their noses out, and pall 
horribly; I have net yet seeii a decent rider, either man or wo- 
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After breakfaBt went to. church with my father : on our 
way thitherward, met the Doctor, and the Doctor'fi friend, 
and Mr. > ^ ■ , to whom \ hdive ^en an especial fancy. 
The church we went to is dituiated half way between the 
Battery and our hotel, jt is like a chapel in the exterior, 
being quite plain, and standing close in among^ the houses. 
The interior was brge, and perfectly simple. The town 
is filling, and the church was well^attended. 'Tis long^ 
since I have heard the ehurch service so well read ; with 
so few vices of pronunciation, or vulgarisms of emphasis, 
bur own clergy are shamefully iiegligent in this point ; 
and if Chesterfield's maxim be a good one in all cases, 
which it is, surely in the matter of tlie service of God's 
house 'tis doubly so ; they lose an immense advantage, 
too, by their slovenly and careless way of delivering the 
prayers, which are in themselves so beautiful, so eloquent, 
so full of the very spirit of devotion ; that whereas, now, 
a congregation seems but to follow their leader, in gab- 
bling them over as they do ; were they solemnly, devoutly, 
and impressively read, many would feel, and understand, 
what they now repeat mechanically, without attaching one 
idea to the words they utter. There was no clerk to assist in 
the service, and the congregation were as neglectful of the 
directions in the prayer-book, and as indolent and remiss 
in uttering the responses, as they are in our own churches ; 
indeed, the absence of the clerk made the inaudibility of 
the congregation's portion of the service more palpable 
than it is with us. The organ and chanting were very 
good ; infinitely superior to the performances of those 
blessed little parish cherubim, who monopolize the praises 
of God in our churches^ so much to the suffering of all 
good Christians not favoured with deafness. The ser*- 
vice iff a little altered — all payers for Dur King, Queen, 
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House of Lords, Parliament, etc., of course omitted: in 
lieu of which, they pray for the President, and all existing 
authorities. Sundry repetitions of the Lord's prayer, and 
other passages, were left out ; they correct our English, too, 
substituting the more modern phraseology oithose^ for the 
dear old-fashioned them^ which our prayer-book uses : 
as, " spare thou those^ O God," instead of " spare thou 
/Aem, O God, which confess their faults." Wherever the 
word wealth occurs, too, these zealous purists, connecting 
that word with no idea but dollars and cents, have re* 
placed it by a term more acceptable to their comprehension, 
— ^prosperity ,-^therefore, they say : " in all time of our 
prosperity, (i. e. wealth,) in all time of our tribulation," etc. 
I wonder how these gentlemen interpret the word common- 
wealth, or whether, in the course of their reading, they 
ever met with the word deprived of the final th ; and if so, 
what they imagined it meant.* Our prayers were desired 
for some one putting out to sea ; and a very touching sup- 
plication to that edect was read) in which I joined with 
all my heart. The sermon would have been good, if it had 
been squeezed into half the compass it occupied ; it was 
upon the subject of the late terrible visitations with which 
God has thed the world, and was sensibly and well de- 
livered, only it had ''damnable .iteration." The day was 

like an oven ; after church, came home. Mr* called, 

also Mr. , the Boston manager, who is longer than 

any human being I ever saw. Presently after, a visit from 

* The spirit of independence, which is the common atmospheric 
air of America, penetrates into the churches, as well as elsewhere. 
In Boston, I tiave heard the Apostles' creed mutilated and alter- 
ed$ once, by the omission of the passage « descended into heU,'' 
and another time, by the substitution of the words « descended 
into the place of departed spirits." 
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^' his honour the Recorder," a twaddling old lawyer by 

the name of , and a silent young gentleman, his son. 

They were very droll. The lawyer talked the most, at 
every half sentence, however, quoting, complimenting, or 
appealing to ** his honour the Recorder," a little, good- 
tempered, turnippy-looking man, who called me a female, 
and who, the other assured me, was the Chesterfieldian of 
New York : (I don't know precisely what that means ;) 
what fun ! Again I had an opportunity of perceiving how 
thorough a chimera the equality is, that we talk of as 
American. " There's no 'such thing," with a vengeance ! 
here they were, talking of their aristocracy and democracy ; 
and I'm sure, if nothing else bora testimony to the inherent 
love of higher things which I believe exists in every hu- 
man creature, the way in which the lawyer dwelt upon 
the Duke of Montrose, to whom, in Scotch kindred, he is 
allied at the distance of some miles, and Lady Loughbo- 
rough, whom Heaven knows how he got hold of, would 
have satisfied me, that a my Lord, or my Lady, are just 
as precious in the eyes of these levellers, as in those of 
Lord and Lady-loving John Bull himself. They staid 
pottering a long time. One thing his <* honour the Re- 
corder" told me, which I wish to remember : that the only 
way of preserving universal sufi^age from becoming the 
worst of abuses, was of course to educate the people,* 
ibr which purpose a provision is made by government ; 
thus : a grant of land is given, the revenue of which being 
estimated, the population of the State are taxed to precisely 
the same amount ; thus furnishing between the govern- 
ment and the people, an equal sum for the education of all 

• Unfortunately, this precaution does not fUlfil its pilose ; 
universal suffrage is a political fallacy : and wiU be one of the 
Stumbling-blocks in the path of tlus country's greatness. I do not 
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classes.* I do nothing but look out of window ail the 
blessed day long: I did not think in my old age to acquire 
so Jezabela trick : but the park (as they entitle the green 
opposite our windows), is so very pretty, and the streets 
so gay, with their throngs of smartly dressed women, and 
so amusing with their abundant proportion of black and 
white caricatures, that I find my window the most enter- 
taiDing station in the world. Read Salmonia : the natural 
history part of it is curious and interesting ; but the local 
descriptions are beyond measure tantalizing; and the 
"biles," five thousand times more so. Our ship-mate, 

Mr. , called : I was glad to see him. Poor man ! 

how we did reel him off his legs to be sure, — ^what fun it 

was ! My father dined out : D and I dined tete-a-tete. 

Poor D has not been well to-day : she is dreadfully 

bitten by the musquitoes, which, I thank their discrimina* 
tion, have* a thorough contempt for me, and have not 

mean that it will lessen her wealth, or injure her commercial and 
financial resources $ but it will be an insuperable bar to the pro- 
gress of mental and intellectual cultivation — 'tis a plain case of 
action and reaction. If the mass, i. e. the inferior portion, (for 
when was the mass not inferior ?) elect their own governors ; they 
win of course elect an inferior class of governors, and the govern- 
ment of such men will be an inferior government; that it may be 
jast, honest, apd rational, I do not dispute; but that it ever will be 
enlarged, liberal, and highly enlightened, I do not, and cannot 
believe. 

* I do not know, whether bis honour the Recorder's informa- 
tion applied only to the state of New York, or included all the 
others; *tis not one of the least strange features, which this strange 
political process, the American government, presents; that each 
state is governed by its own laws; thus forming a most involved 
and complicated whole, where each part has its own individual 
naachinery; or, to use a more celestial phraseology, its own parti* 
colar system. 

6* 
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come n6ar me : the only things that bother me, are little 
black ants, which I find in my wash-hand basin, and run- 
ning about in all directions. I think the quantity of fruit 
brings them into the houses. After dinner, sat looking at 
the blacks parading up and down ; most of them in the 
height of the fashion, with every colour in the rainbow 
about them. Several of the black women I saw pass had 
very fine figures ; (the women here appear to me to be 
remarkably small, my own being, I should think, the ave- 
rage height :) but the contrast of a bright blue, or pink crape 
bonnet, with the black face, white teeth, and glaring blue 
whites of the eyes, is beyond description grotesque. The 
carriages here are all, to my. taste, very ugly; hung very 
high from the ground, and of all manner of ungainly, old- 
fashioned shapes. Now this is where, I think, the Ameri- 
cans are to be quarrelled with : they are beginning, at a 
time, when all other nations are arrived at the highest point 
of perfection, in all matters conducive to the comfort and 
elegance of life : they go into these countries ; into France, 
into our own dear litde snuggery, from whence they might 
bring models of whatever was most excellent, and give 
them to their own manufacturers, to imitate or improve 
upon. When I see these awkward, uncomfortable vehi- 
cles, swinging through the streets, and think of the beauty, 
the comfort, the strength, and lightness of our English 
built carriages and cabs, I am much surprised at the want 
of emulation and enterprise, which can be satisfied with 
inferiority, when equality, if not superiority, would be so 
easy.* At seven o'clock, D and I walked out together. 

• Whoever pretends to write any account of "men and man- 
ners*' in America, must expect to find his own work give him the 
lie, in less than six months ; for both men and manners are in so 
rapid a state of progress, that no record of their ways of being and 
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The evening was very beautiful, and we walked as far as 
Canal Street and back. During our promenade, two fire 
engines passed us, attended by the usual retinue of shouting 
children ; this is about the sixth fire since yesterday even- 
ing. They are so frequent here, that the cry " fire, fire," 
seems to excite neither alarm nor curiosity, and ex- 
cept the above mentioned pains-taking juveniles, none of 
the inhabitants seem in the least disturbed by it.* We 
prosecuted our walk down to the Battery, but just as we 
reached it, we had to return, as 'twas tea-time. I was 
sorry: the whole scene was most lovely. The moon 
shone full upon the trees and intersecting walks of the 
promenade, and threw a bright belt of silver along the 
water's edge. The fresh night wind c^me over the broad 
estuary* rippling it, and stirring the boughs with its deli- 
cious breath. A building, which was once a fort, from 
whence the Americans fired upon our ships, is now turned 
into a sort of cafe, and was brilliantly lighted with coloured 
lamps, shining among the trees, and reflected in the water. 
The whole eflect was pretty, and very Parisian. We 

came home, and had tea, after which Mr. came in. 

He told us, that we must not walk alone at night, for that we 

doing would be found correct at the expiration of that term; 
however much so, at the period of its writing. Broadway is not 
only partly Macadamized since first we arrived here, but there 
are actually to be seen in it, now, two or three carriages of decent 
build, with hammer-cloths, foot-boards, and even once or twice, 
lately, I have seen footmen standing on those foot-boards M ! ! 

• Perhaps, one reason for the perfect coolness with which a 
fire is endured in New York, is the dexterity and courage of the 
firemen: they are, fop the most part, respectable tradesmen's 
sonSy who enlist in this service, rather than the militia ; and the 
vigilance and activity with which their duty is discharged, deserves 
the highest praise. 
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might get spoken lo, and that a friend of his, seeing o« go 
ottt without a man, had followed us the whole way, in 
order to see that nothing, happened to us : this was very 
civil. Played and sang, and strove to make that stupid lad 
sing, but he was shy, and woold not open his mouth, even 
the accustomed hair's-breadth. At about eleven he went 
away ; and we came to bed at twelve. 

Moaday-9 lOtlu 

Rose at eight. After breakfast wrote journal, and prac- 
tised for an hour. called. I remember taking 

a great fancy to him, about eight years ago, when I was 
a little girl in Paris ; but mercy, how he is aged ! I won- 
der whether I am beginning to look old yet, for it seems 
to me that all the world's in wrinkles. My father went 
out with him. Read a canto in Dante ; also, read through 

a volume of Bryant's poetry, which Mr. had lent us, 

to introduce us to the American Parnassus. I liked a great 
deal of it very well ; and I liked the pervading spirit of it 
much more, which appears to me hopeful and bright, and 
what the spirit of a poet should be; for in spite of all 
de Stael's sayings, and Byron's doings, I hold that melan- 
choly is not essentially the nature of a poet Though 
instances may be adduced of great poets whose Helicon 
has been but a bitter well of tears ; yet, in itself, the spirit 
of poetry appears to me to be too strong, too bright, too 
full of the elements of beauty, and of excellence, too full 
of God's own nature, to be dark or desponding ; and though 
from the very fineness of his mental constitution, a poet 
shall suffer more intensely from the baseness and the 
bitterness which are the leaven of life ; yet he, of all men, 
the most possesses the power to discover truth, and beauty, 
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and goodness, where they do exist ; and wherQ they exist 
not, to create them. If the clouds of existence are darker, 
its sunshine is also brighter to him ; and while others, less 
giAed, lose them$eives in the labyrinth of life, his spirit 
should throw light upon the darkness, and he should 
walk in peace and faith over the stormy waters, and through 
the uncertain night ; standing as 'twere above tlie earth, 
be views with clearer eyes its mysteries; he finds in appa- 
rent discord glorious harmony, and, to him the sum of all 
is good ; for, in God's works, good still abounds to the 
subjection of evil. 'Tis this trustful spirit that seems to 
inspire Bryant, and to me, therefore, his poetry appears 
essentially good. There is not much originality in it. I 
scarce think there can be, in poems so entirely descriptive ; 
his descriptions are very beautiful, but there is some same- 
ness in them, and he does not escape self-repetition ; but I 
am a bad critic, for which I thank God ! I know the tears 
rolled down my cheeks more than once, as I read ; I know 
that agreeable sensations and good thoughts were sug- 
gested by what I read ; I thought some of it beautiful, and 
all of it wholesome, (in contradistinction to the literature 
of this ^ge,) and I was well pleased with it altogether. 
Afterwards read a sort of satirical burlesque, called 
" Fanny," by Hallek ; the wit, being chiefly confined to 
local allusions and descriptions of New York manners, I 
could not derive much amusement from it. * 



When my father came home, went with him to call on 
Mrs. ■■ What I saw of the house appeared to me 

very pretty, and well adapted to the heat of the season. A 
large and lofty room, paved with India matting, and fur- 
nished with white divans, and chairs, no other furniture 
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enenmbering or cnmniing it ap ; it looked very airy, and 
oooL Our hostess did not put herself much out of the way 
to entertain us, but after the first '* how do you do," con- 
tinued conversing with another visitor, leaving us to the 
mercy of a very pretty young lady, who carried on the 
conversation at an average of a word every three minutes. 

Neither Mr. , nor his eldest daughter, were at home; 

the latter, however, presently came in, and relieved her 
sister, and me greatly. We sat the proper time, and then 
came away. » » * * * 

****** 
This is a species of intercourse I love not, any where. 
I never practised it in my own blessed land, neither will I 
here. We dined at six : after dinner^ played and sang till 

eight, and then walked out with D and my father, by 

the most brilliant moonlight in the world. We went down 
to the Battery : the aquatic Vauxhall was lighted up very 
gaily, and they were sending up rockets every few mi- 
nutes, which, shooting athwart the sky, threw a bright 
* stream of light over the water, and falling back in showers 
of red stars, seemed to sink away before the steadfast 
shining of the moon, who held high supremacy in heaven. 
The bay lay like molten silver under her light, and every 
now and then a tiny skiff, emerging from the shade, 
crossed the bright waters, its dark hull and white sails 
relieved between the shining sea and radiant sky. Came 
home at nine, tea'd, and sat embroidering till twelve o'clock, 
industrious little me. 

Tuesday, lltlft* 

This day week we landed in New York: and this day 
was its prototype: rainy, dull, and dreary; with occa- 



sional fits of sunshine, and light delieiious ur ; as capri- 
cious as a fine lady. After breakfiis t, Colonel — ^— called. 
Wrote journal, and practised till one o'clock. My fatber then 

set off with Colonel* for Hoboken ; a place across the 

water, famous once for duelling, but now the favourite 
resort of a turtle-eating club^ who go there every Tuesday 
to cooik and swallow turtle. The day was as bad aa a 
party of pleasure could expect; (and when were their ex- 
pectations of bad weather disappointed ?) nathle^, my 
father, at the Colonel's instigation, perseveredf and went 
forth, leaving m^ his card of invitation, which made me 
scream for half an hour: the wording as follows : <*.Sir, the 
Hoboken Turtle-Club will me^ at the grovei for spoon exev' 
me, oBl Tuesday, the 11th inst by «order of the Presi- 
dent." Mr. '--'--^ and the Doctor^ paid uer a visit of some 

length. » * » » « 

* . * ♦ A # # * 

When they were gone, read a canto in Dante, and 
sketched till four o^clock. I wish I could make myself 
draw. I want to do everything in the world that can be 
done, and by the by, that reminds me of my German which 
I must persecute. At four o'clock sent for a hair-dresser,, 
that I might in good time see that I am not made an object 
on my first night. He was a Frenchman, and after listen- 
ing profoundly to my description of the head-dress I 
wanted, replied, as none but a Frenchman could, ** iUa- 
damCy la difficulU n^est pas cTexecuter voire coiffure^ 
mais de la Men concevoir,*^ However, he conceived and 
executed sundry very smooth-looking bows, aud upon the 
whole dressed my hair very nicely, but charged a dollar 
for so doing ; O nefarious. D — ^ a«d I dined tete^-tete ; 
the evening; was. aulkyf-^I was in miserable spirits. 

* * ^ • # « • 



Sat working till my father came home, which he did at 
about half past nix. His aeeount of his dinner was any- 
Aing but delightfal : to be sore he has no taste for rainy 
raralities, and his feeling description of the damp ground, 
damp trees« damp clothes, and damp atmosphere, gave me 
the rheumoHzt letting alone that they had nothing to eat 
but turtle, and that out of iron spoons-*-" Ah, you vill go a 
pleasuring." * * * » * 

« . « « . * « « 

He had a cold before, and I fear this will make him 
very ill. He went like wisdom to take a vapour bath 
directly. — came and sat with us till he returned. 
Had tea at eight, and embroidered till midnight. The 
wind is rioting over the earth. I should like to see the 
Hudson now. The black cloudy like masses of dark hair 
are driven over the moon's pale face, the red lights, and 
fire engines are dancing up and down the streets, the church 
bells are all tolling— 'tis sad and strange. 

Tis all in Tain» it iniiy net last, 
The sickly sunlight dies awa^, 
And the thick clouds that veil the past, 
Roll darkly o*ep my present day. 

Have I not flung them off, and striven 
To seek some dawning hope in vain ; 
Have I not been for ever driven 
Back to the bitter past again. 

What though a brighter sky bends o'er 

Scenes where no former image greets me, \ 

Though Idit in paths untrod before, 

Here, even here, pale memory meets me. 



JOURNAL. 7) 



Oh life— Oh bfighted bloomleas tree ] 
Why cling thy fibres to the earth $ 
Summer can bring no flower to thee9 
Autumn no bearing, spring no birth. 

Bid me not strive. III strive no more. 
To win from pain my joyless breast ^ 
Sorrow has ploughed too deeply o'er 
Life's £den--let it take the rest ! 

Wednesday* lAth* 

Rose at eight. Afler breakfast heard my father say 
Hamlet. How beautiful his whole conception of that part 
is, and yet it is but an actor^s conception too. * * 

**#♦** 

I am surprised at any body's ever questioning the real 
madness of Hamlet: I know but one passage in the play 
which tells against it, and there are a thousand that go to 
prove it. But leaving all isolated parts out of the question, 
the entire colour of the character is the proper ground 
from which to draw the right deduction. Gloomy, despond- 
ing, ambitious, and disappointed in his ambition, full of 
sorrow for a dead father, of shame for a living mother, of 
indignation for his ill-dlled inheritance, of impatience at 
his own dependant position ; of a thoughtful, doubtful, ques- 
tioning spirit, looking with timid boldness from the riddles 
of earth and life, to those of death and the mysterious land 
heyond it; weary of existence upon its very threshold, 
and withheld alone from self-destruction by religious awe, 
and that pervading uncertainty of mind which stands on 
the brink, brooding over the unseen may-be of another 
world ; in love, moreover, and sad and dreamy in his af» 
faction, as in every other sentiment; for there is not 
enough of absolate passion in his love to make it a power* 

7 
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fal and engrossing interest { had it been such, the entireness 
and truth of Hamlet's character would have been destroyed. 
'Tis love indeed, but a pulseless, powerless love ; gentle, 
refined and tender, but without ardour or energy ; such are 
the various elements of Hamlet's character, at the very be- 
ginning of the play : then see what follows. A frightful 
and unnatural visitation from the dead ; a horrible and 
sudden revelation of the murder of the father, for whom 
his soul is in mourning ; thence burning hatred and thirst 
of vengeance against his uncle ; double loathing of his 
mother's frailty ; above all, that heaviest burthen that a 
human creature can have put upon him, an imperative 
duty calling for fulfilment, and a want of resolution and 
activity to meet the demand ; thence an unceasing struggle 
between the sluggish nature and the upbraiding soul ; an 
eternal self-spurring and self-accusing, from which mental 
conflict, alone sufficient to uniseat a stronger mind, he finds 
relief in fits of desponding musing, the exhaustion of over- 
wrought powers. Then comes the vigilant and circum- 
spect guard he is forced to keep upon every word, look, 
and action, lest they reveal his terrible secret ; the suspicion 
and mistrust of all that surround him, authorized by his 
knowledge of his uncle's nature ; his constant watchfulness 
over the spies that are set to watch him ; then come, in the 
course of events, Polonius' death, the unintentional work 
of his own sword, the second apparition of his father's 
ghost, his banishment to England, still haunted by his 
treacherous friends, the miserable' death of poor Ophelia, 
together with the unexpected manner of his first hearing of 
it — ^if all these — ^the man's own nature, sad and desponding 
-—his educated nature (at a German university), reason- 
ing and metaphysical — and the nature he acquires from 
the tutelage of events, bitter, dark, amazed, and uncertain ; 
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if these do not make up as complete a madman as ever 
walked between heaven and earth, I know not what does.* 
Wrote journal, and began to practise; while doing so, 

called ; he said that he was accompanied by some 

friends who wished to see me, and were at the door. I've 
heard of men's shutting the door in the face of a dun, and 
going out the back way to escape a bailiff — but how to get 
rid of such an attack as this, I knew not, and was there- 
fore fain to beg the gentlemen would walk in, and accord- 
ingly in they walked, four as fine grown men as you 
would wish to see on a summer's day. I was introduced 
to this regiment man by man, and thought, as my Sheffield 
friend would say, *'if ^Aem be American manners, defend 
me from them." They are traders, to be sure, but I never 
heard of such wholesale introduction, in my life. They sat 
a little while, behaved very like Christians, and then de- 
parted. Captain — - and — called, the former to ask 
us to come down and see the Pacific, poor old lady ! 
When they were gone, practised, read a canto in Dante, 
and translated verbatim a German fable, which kept me 
till dinner-time. After dinner, walked out towards the Bat- 
tery. — joined us. It was between sunset and moon- 
rise, and a lovelier light never lay upon sea, earth and sky. 
The horizon was bright orange colour, fading as it rose to 
pale amber, which died away again into the modest violet 

* I have lately read Goethe's Wilheim Meister. In that wonder- 
ful analysis of the first work of our master-mind by his German 
peer, all has been said upon this subject that tlie most philoso- 
phical reason, or poetical imagination can suggest ; and who that 
has read it, can forget that most appropriate and beautiful simile, 
wherein Hamlet's mind is likened to an acorn planted in a porce- 
lain vase — ^tiie seed becomes liring< — ^the roots expand— and the 
fragile vessel bursts into a thousand shivers. 
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colour of twilight ; this possessed the main sky wholly, ex- 
cept where two or three masses of soft dark purple clouds 
floated, from behind which the stars presently winked at 
us with their bright eyes. The river lay as still as death, 
though there was a delicious fresh air ; tiny boats were 
stealing like shadows over the water, and every now and 
then against the orange edge of the sky moved the masts 
of some schooner, whose hull was hidden in tlie deep 
shadow thrown over it by the Jersey coast. A band was 
playing in the Castle .garden, and not a creature but our- 
selves seemed abroad to see all this loveliness. Fashion 
makes the same fools all the world over, and Broadway, 
with its crowded dusty pavement and in the full glare of 
day, is preferable, in the eyes of the New York prome- 
naders, to this cool and beautiful walk. Came home at about 

nine. On the stairs met that odious Dr. , who came 

into the drawing-room without asking or being asked, sat 
himself down and called me '* Miss Fanny." I should like 
to have thrown my tea at him ! — - sent up his name, 
and presently followed it. I like to see any of our fellow- 
passengers, however little such society would have pleased 
me under any other circumstances ; but necessity ** makes 
us acquainted with strange bed-fellows," and these my ship- 
mates will, to the end of time, be my very good friends and 
boon companions. My father went to the Park Theatre, 
to see a man of the name of Hacket give an American en- 
tertainment after Mathew*s-at-home fashion. I would not 
go, but staid at home looking at the moon, which was 
glorious. « * « * « » 

To-night, as I stood watching that surpassing sunset, 1 
would have given it all, — gold, and purple, and all, — for a 
wreath of English fog stealing over the water. 
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Rose late : there was music in the night, which is always 
a strange enchantment to me. After breakfast wrote jour- 
nal. At eleven, Captain and — called for us, and 

my uncle having joined us, we proceeded to the slip, as 
they call the places where the ships lie, and which answer 
to our docks. Poor dear Pacific ! I ran up her side with 

great glee, and was introduced to Captain , her old 

commander ; rushed down into my berth, and was actually 
growing pathetic over the scene of my sea-sorrows, when 
Mr. — — clapped his hands close to me, and startled me 
out of my reverie. Certainly my adhesiveness must either 
be very large, or uncommonly active just now, for my 
heart yearned towards the old timbers with exceeding affec- 
tion. The old ship was all drest out in her best, and ai^er 
sitting for some time in our cabin, we adjourned to the 
larger one and lunched. Mr. — joined our party, and 
we had one or two of our old ship songs, with their ridicu- 
lous burthens, with due solemnity. Saw Mr. ' , but 

not dear M. . Visited the forecastle, whence I have 

watched such glorious sunsets, such fair uprisings of the 
starry sisterhood ; now it looked upon the dusty quay and 
dirty dark water, and the graceful sails were all stripped 
away, and the bare masts and rigging shone in the intense 
sunlight. Poor good ship, I wish to heaven my feet were 
on her deck, and her prow turned to the east. I would not 
care if the devil himself drove a hurricane at our backs. 
Visited the fish and fruit markets :* it was too late in the 

* The fish of these waters may be excellent in the water, but 
oimg to the want of care and niceness with which they are kept 

7* 
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day to see either to advantage, but the latter reminded me 
of Aladdin's treasure. The heaps of peaches, filling with 
their rich downy balls, high baskets ranged in endless rows, 
and painted of a bright vermilion colour, which threw a 
ruddy ripeness over the fruit. The enormous baskets 
(such as are used in England to carry linen) piled with 
melons, the wild grapes, the pears and apples, all so plen- 
teous, so fragrant, so beautiful in form and colour, leading 
the mind to the wondrous bounteousness which has dow- 
ered this land with every natural treasure — ^the whole 

enchanted me. , to my horror, bought a couple of 

beautiful live wiid-pigeons, which he carried home, head 
downwards, one in each coat pocket. We parted from 
him at the park gate, and proceeded to Murray street, to 
look at the furnished house my father wishes to take. 
Upon inquiry, however, we found that it was already let 
The day was bright and beautiful, and my father proposed 
crossing the river to Hoboken, the scene of the turtle-eating 
expedition. We did so accordingly. Himself, D— , Mr. 
— — -, and I. Steamers go across every five minutes, con- 
veying passengers on foot and horse-back, gigs, carnages, 
carts, anything and everything. The day was lovely-— 
the broad, bright river was gemmed with a thousand sails. 
Away to the right it stretohed between richly wooded 
banks, placid and blue as a lake ; to the left, in the rocky 

after being caught, they are very seldom worth eating when 
brought to table. They have no turbot or soles, a great national 
misfortune ; their best fish are rock fish, basa, shad, (an excellent 
herring, as big as a small salmon,) and sheep's-head. God and 
salmon I have eaten, but firom the above cause they were never 
comparable to the same fish at an English table. The lobsters, 
crabs, and oysters are all gigantic, firightful to behold, and not 
particularly well-flavoured ^ their size makes them tough and 
coarse. 



joxmNAL. . 79 

door-way of the narrows, two or three ships stood revealed 
against the cloudless sky. We reached the opposite coast, 
and walked. It was nearly three miles from where we 
landed to the scene of the ** spoon-exercise.** The whole 
of our route lay through a beautiful wild plantation, or 
rather strip of wood, I should say, for 'tis nature's own 
gardening which crowns the high bank of the river; 
through which trellice-work of varied foliage, we caught 
exquisite glimpses of the glorious waters, the glittering 
city, and the opposite banks, decked out in all the loveliest 
contrast of sunshine and shade. As we stood in our leafy 
colonnade looking out upon this fair scene, the rippling 
water made sweet music far down below us, striking with 
its tiny silver waves the smooth sand and dark-coloured 
rocks from which they were ebbing. Many of the trees 
were quite new to me, and delighted me with their grace- 
ful forms and vivid foliage. The broad-leaved catalpa, and 
the hickory with its bright coral-coloured berries. Many 
lovely, lowly things, too, grew by our path-side, which 
we gathered as we past, to bring away, but which 
withered in our hands ere we returned. Gorgeous butter- 
flies were zig-zagging through the air, and for the first time 
I longed to imprison them. In pursuing one, I ran into 
the midst of a slip of clover land, but presently jumped out 
again, on hearing the swarms of grasshoppers round me. 

Mr. caught one ; it was larger and thicker than the 

English grasshopper, and of a dim mottled brown colour, 
like the plumage of our common moth ; but presently on 
his opening his hand to let it escape, it spread out a pair 
of dark purple wings, tipped with pale primrose colour, 
and flew away a beautiful butterfly, such as the one I had 
been seduced by. The slips of grass ground on the left of 
our path were the only things that annoyed me; they 
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were ragged, and rank, and high,— they wanted mowing ; 
and if they had been mowed soft, and thick, and smooth, 
like an English lawn, how gloriously the lights and 
shadows of this lovely sky would fall through the green 
roof of this wood upon them. There is nothing in nature 
that to my fancy, receives light and shade with as rich an 
effect as sloping lawn land. Oh ! England, England ! how 
I have seen your fresh emerald mantle deepeii and brighten 
in a summer's day. About a hundred yards from the 
place where they dined on Tuesday, with no floor but the 
damp earth, no roof but the dripping trees, stands a sort 
of cafe; a long, low, pretty, Italianish-looking building. 
The wood is cleared away in front of it, and it commands 
a lovely view of the Hudson and its opposite shores : and 
here they might have been sheltered and comfortable, but 
I suppose it was not yet the appointed day of the month 
with them, for eating their dinner within walls, and rather 
than infringe on an established rule, they preferred catching 
a cold a-piece. The place where they met in the open air is 
extremely beautiful, except of course on a rainy day. The 
shore is lower just here, and though there arc trees enough to 
make shade all round, and a thick screen of wood and young 
undergrowth behind, the front is open to the river, which 
makes a bend just below, forming a lake-like bay, round 
which again the coast rises into rocky walls coveied with 
rich foliage. Upon one of these promontories, in the 
midst of a high, open knoll, surrounded and overhung by 
higher grounds covered with wood, stood the dwelling of 
the owner of the land, high above the river, overlooking 
its downward course to the sea, perched like an eagle's 
ttrie, half-way between Heaven and the level earth, but 
beautifully encircled with waving forests, a shade in sum* 
mer alid a shelter in winter. My father, D and my 
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bonnet sat down in the shade. Mr. — — and I clam- 
bered upon some pieces of rock at the water's edge, 
whence we looked out over river and land, a fair sight. 
«• Oh !" I exclaimed, pointing to the highlands on our left, 
through whose rich foliage the rifted granite looked cold 
and grey, " what a place for a scramble ! there must be 
lovely walks there." " Aye," returned my companion, 

" and a few rattle-snakes too."* We found D , my 

father, and my bonnet buffeting with a swarm of musque- 
toes ; this is a great nuisance. We turned our steps home- 
ward. I picked up a nut enclosed like a walnut in a green 
case. I opened it ; it was not ripe, but in construction ex- 
actly like a walnut, with the same bitter filmy skin over 
the fruit, which is sweet and oily, and like a walnut in 
flavour also. Mr. told me it'' was called a marrow- 
nut. The tree on which it grew had foliage of the Acaccia 
kind. We had to rush to meet the steamboat, which was 
just going across ; the whole walk reminded me of that 
part of Oattands which, from its wild and tangled woodland, 
they call America. * « * « 

* * • * JH * * * 

There must have been something surpassingly beautiful 
in our surroundings, for even Mr. , into whose com- 
position I suspect much of the poetical element does not 
enter, began expatiating on the happiness of the original 
possessors of these fair lands and waters, the Indians— the 

• My friend was entertaining himself, at tlie expense of my 
credulity in making this assertion. The rattle snakes and red 
Indians have fled together before the approach of civilization, and 
it would be as difficult to find the one as the other in the vicinity 
of any of the large cities of tlie northern states. 
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Bed Children of the soil, who followed the chase through 
these lovely wildernesses, and drove their light canoes 
over these broad streams-^" great nature's happy com- 
moners"— till the predestined curse came on them, till the 
white sails of the invaders threw their sliadow over these 
seas, and the work of extermination began in these wild 
fastnesses of freedom. The destruction of the original 
inhabitants of a country by its discoverers, always attended, 
as it is, with injustice and cruelty, appears to me one of 
the most mysterious dispensations of Providence. 

The chasing, enslaving, and destroying creatures, whose 
existence, however inferior, is as justly theirs, as that of 
the most refined European is his; who for the most part, 
too, receive their enemies with open-handed hospitality, 
until taught treachery by being betrayed, and cruelty by 
fear ; the driving the child of the soil off^ it, or, what is 
fifty times worse, chaining him to till it; all the various 
forms of desolation which have ever followed the landing 
of civilized men upon uncivilized shores; in short, the 
theory and practice of discovery and conquest, as recorded 
in all history, is a very singular and painful subject of 
contemplation. 

'Tis true, that cultivation and civilization, the arts and 
sciences that render life useful, the knowledge that 
ennobles, the adornments that refine existence, above all, 
the religion that is its most sacred trust and dear reward, 
all these, like pure sunshine and healthful airs following 
a hurricane, succeed the devastation of the invader ; but 
the sufferings of those who are swept away are not the 
less, and though I believe that good alone is God's result, it 
seems a fearful proof of the evil wherewith this earth is 
cursed, that good cannot progress but over such a path. 
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No one, beholding the prosperous and promising state of 
this fine country, could wish it again untenanted of its 
enterprising and industrious ^ possessors ; yet even while 
looking with admiration at all that they have achieved, 
with expectation amounting to certainty to all that they 
will yet accomplish ; 'tis difficult to refrain from bestowing 
some thoughts of pity and of sadness upon those, whose 
homes have been overturned, whose language has past 
away, and whose feet are daily driven further from those 
territories of which they were onee sole and sovereign 
lords. How strange it is to think, that less than one hun- 
dred years ago, these shores, resounding with the voice of 
populous cities — these waters, laden with the commerce of 
the wide world, were silent wildernesses, where sprang and 
fell the forest leaves, where ebbed and'flovved the ocean tides 
from day to day, and from year to year in uninterrupted still- 
ness ; where the great sun, who looked on the vast empires 
of the east, its mouldering kingdoms, its lordly palaces, its 
ancient temples, its swarming cities, came and looked down 
upon the still dwelling of utter loneliness, where nature 
sat enthroned in everlasting beauty, undisturbed by the far 
off din of worlds "beyond the flood."* 

* It is two years since I visited Hoboken for the first time ; it is 
now more beautiful than ever. The good taste of the proprietor 
has made it one of the most picturesque and delightful places 
imaginable; it wants but a good carriage-road along the water's 
edge, (for which the ground lies very favourably,) to make it as 
perfect a public promenade as any European city can boast, with 
the advantage of such a river, for its principal object, as none of 
them possess. 

I think the European traveller, in order to form a just estimate 
both of the evils and advantages deriving from the institutions of 
this country, should spend one day in the streets of New York, 
and the next in the walks of Hoboken, If in the one, the toil. 
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Came home rather tired : my father asked Mr. — ^— to 
dine with us, but he could not. After dinner sat working 
till ten o'clock, when *-'— came to take leave of us. 

the care, the labour of mind and body, the outward and visible 
mgns of the debasing pursuit of wealth, are marked in melancholy 
characters upon every man he meets, and bear witness to the great 
curse of the country $ in the other, the crowds of happy, cheer- 
ful, enjoying beings of that order, which, in the old world, are 
condemned to ceaseless and Ul-requited labour, will testify to the 
blessings which counterbalance that curse. I never was so 
forcibly struck with the prosperity and happiness of the lower 
orders of society in this country, as yesterday returning 
from Hoboken. The walks along the river and through the 
woods, the steamers crossing from the city, were absolutely 
thronged with a cheerful, well-dressed population abroad, merely 
for the purpose of pleasure and exercise. Journeymen, labourers, 
handicraftsmen, tradespeople, with their families, bearing all in 
their dress and looks evident signs of well-being and contentment, 
were all flocking from their confined avocations, into the pure air, 
the bright sunshine, and beautiful shade of this lovely place. I do 
not know any spectacle which could give a foreigner, especially 
an Englishman, a better illustration of that peculiar excellence of 
the American government— the freedom and happiness of the 
lower classes. Neither is it to be said that this was a holiday, or 
an occasion of peculiar festivity — ^it was a common week-day-— 
such as our miserable manufacturing population spends from sun- 
rise to sun-down, in confined, incessant, unhealthy toil — to earn, 
at its conclusion, the inadequate reward of health and happiness 
so wasted—the contrast struck me forcibly— it rejoiced my hearti 
it surely was an object of contemplation, that any one who had a 
heart must have rejoiced in. Presently, however, came the fol- 
lowing reflections : These people are happy— their wants are 
satisfied, their desires fulfilled— their capacities of enjoyment meet 
with full employment— they are well fed^— well clothed— well 
housed — ^moderate labour ensures them all this, and leaves them 
leisure for such recreations as they are capable of enjoying, but 
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He 18 going off to«in(Nrrow morning to Philtidelphia, but 
will be back for our Tuesday's dinner. The people here 
are all up and about yery early in the morning. I went 
out at half past eight, and found all Broadway abroad. 

F(Hrget all about it, except that I went about the town with 
Colonel . » • « • • 

went to see his Quaker wife, whom I liked very much. 

Drove all about New York, which more than ever, re** 

how is it with me ? and I mean not me myte/f alone, but all who, 
like myself, have received a higher degree of mental cultivation, 
whose estimate of happiness is, therefore, so much higher, whose 
capadty for enjoyment is so much more expanded and cultivated • 
can I be satisfied with a race in a circular rail-road car, or a swings 
between the lime-trees? where are my peeuliar objects of plea- 
sure and recreation ? where are the pictore-gaUerie»?"the sculp-^ 
tures— the works of art and science^-tiie counitless wonders of 
human ingenuity and skill-— the cultivated and refined society^ 
the intercourse with men of £^nius, literature, scientifici know- 
ledge — ^where are all the sources from which I am to draw my 
recreations ? they are not The heart of a philanthropist may 
indeed be satisfied, but the inteHectual man feels a dearth tiiat is 
inexpressibly painfiil ; and in spite of the real and great pleasure 
wldeh I derived from the mght of so much enjoyment, I could 
not help desiring that ei\joyment of another order were combined 
witii it. Perhaps the two are incompatible ; if so^ 1 would not 
alter the present state of things if I could. 

The losers here are decidedly in the minority. Indeed, so 
much 80^ as hardly to form a class ; they are a few individuals, 

8 
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minded 1116 of the towns in France ; passed the Bowery 
theatre, which is a handsome, finely proportioned building, 
with a large brazen eagle plastered on the pediment, for all 
the world like an insurance mark, or the sign of the spread 
eagle : this is nefarious ! We passed a pretty house, which 

Colonel called an old mansion ; mercy on me, him, 

and it ! Old ! I thought of Warwick CasUe, of Hatfield, of 
Checquers, of Hop wood,— old ! and there it stood, with its 
white pillars and Italian-looking portico, for all the world 
like one of our own cit's yesterday-grown boxes. Old, 
quotha ! the woods and waters, and hills and skies, alone, 
are old here ; the works of men are in the very greenness 
and unmellowed imperfection of youth ; true, 'tis a youth 
full of vigorous sap, and glorious promise, spring laden 
with blossoms, foretelling abundant and rich produce, and 
so let them be proud of it But the worst of it is, the 
Americans are not satisfied with glorying in what they are, 
which, considering the time and opportunities they have 
had, is matter of glory quite sufficient, they are never happy 
without comparing this, their sapling, to the giant oaks of 
the old world, and what can one say to that? h New 
York like London ? No, by my two troths, it is not, but 
the oak was an acorn once, and New York will surely, if 
the world holds together long enough, become a lordly 
city, such as we know of beyond the sea. 
Went in the evening to see Wallack act the Brigand ; 

scattered over the country, and of course their happiness ought 
not to come into competition with that of the mass of the people; 
but the Americans, at the same time that they make no provi- 
sion whatever for the happiness of such a portion of their inhabi- 
tants, would be very angry if one were to say it was a very incon- 
siderable one, and yet that is the trutli. 
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it was his benefit, and the house was very good. He is 
perfection in this sort of thing, yet there were one or two 
blunders even in his melo-dramatic acting of this piece ; 
however, he looks very like the thing, and it is very nice 
to see— once. 



Satujrdair, 15tlu 

Sat stitching all the blessed day. So, we are to go to 
Philadelphia before Boston. I'm sorry. The H— -'s 
will be disappointed, and I shall get no riding, che secca- 

tura I At five dressed, and went to the , where we 

were to dine. This is one of the first houses here, so I 
conclude that I am to consider what I see as a tolerable 
sample of the ways and manners of being, doing, and suf- 
fering of the best society in New York. There were 
about twenty people ; the women were in a sort of French 
demi-toilette^ with bare necks, and long sleeves, heads 
frizzed out after the very last petit courier, and thread net 
handkerchiefs and capes ; the whole of which, to my En- ^ 
glish eye, appeared a strange marrying of incongruities. 
The younger daughter of our host is beautiful ; a young 
and brilliant likeness of Ellen Tree ; with more refinement, 
and a smile that was, not to say a ray, but a whole focus 
of sun rays, a perfect blaze of light ; she was much taken 
up with a youth, to whom, my neighbour at dinner in- 
formed me, she was engaged. * « * 
****** 

The women here, like those of most warm climates, ripen 
very early, and decay proportionably soon. They are, 
generally speaking, pretty, with good complexions, and an 
air of freshness and brilliancy, but this I am told is very 
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evdnesceDt; and whereas, in Eiigknd, a woman is in the 
full bloom of health and beauty from twenty to five^^md- 
thirty ; here, they scarcely reach the first period without 
being faded, and looking old.* They marry very young, 
and this is another reason why age comes prematurely 
upon them. There was a fair young thing at dinner to- 
day, who did not look above seventeen, and she was a 
wife. As for their figures, like those of French women, 
they are too well dressed for one to judge exactly what 
they are really like : they are, for the most part, short and 
slight, with remarkably pretty feet and ancles ; but there's 
too much pelerine and petticoat, and '< de quoi" of every 
sort to guess anything more. * • * * 



There was a Mr. ' ' ", the magnus Apdlo of New York, 
who is a musical genius : sings as well as any gentleman 
need sing, pronounces Italian well, and accompanies him< 
self withoui false chords ; all which renders him the man 

round whom, (as round H— , G , Lord O— , and 

that pretty Lord O , in our own country,) the women 

listen and languish. He sang the Phantom Bark; the 
last time I heard it, was from the lips of Moore, with two 
of the loveliest faces in all the world hanging over him ; 
Mrs. N— , and Mrs. B— . By the bye, the man 

* The climate of this country is the scape-goat upon which all 
the ill looks, and ill health of the ladies is laid ; but while they are 
brought up as effeminately as they are, take as little exercise, 
live In rooms like ovens during the winter, and marry as early as 
they do ; it will appear evident that many causes combine with an 
extremely variable climate, to sallow theu* complexions, and de- 
stroy their constitutions. 
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who sat next me at dinner, waa asking me all manner of 
questions about Mrs. N— — > ; among others, whether she 
was ** as pale as a poetess ought to be !" Oh ! how I 
wish Corinne had but heard that herself ! what a deal of 
funny scorn would have looked beautiful on her rich 
brown cheek and brilliant lips. The dinner was plen- 
teous, and tolerably well dressed, but ill served; there 
were not half servants enough, and we had neither water- 
glasses nor finger-glasses. Now, though I don't eat with 
my fingers, (except peaches, whereat I think the abori- 
gines, who were paring theirs like so many potatoes, 
seemed rather amazed,) yet do I hold a finger-glass at the 
conclusion of my dinner, a requisite to comfort. After 
dinner we had coffee, but no tea, whereat my English 
taste was in high dudgeon. The gentlemen did not sit 
long, and when they joined us, Mr. , as I said be- 
fore, uttered sweet sounds. By the bye, I was not a little 

amused at Mrs. asking me whether I had heard of 

his singing, or their musical soirees, and seeming all but 
surprised nhat I had no revelations of either, across the 
Atlantic. Mercy on me ! what fools people are all over 
the world ! The worst is, they are all fools of the same 
sort, and there is no profit whatever in travelling. Mr. 

B , who is an Englishman, happened to ask me if I 

knew Captain ^, whereupon we immediately struck 

up a conversation ; and talked over English folks and 
doings together, to my entire satisfaction. The — 
were there ; he is brother to that wondrous ruler of the 
spirits whom I did so dislike in London, and his lady is 

a daughter of Lord . » « * * 

# « * * # # 

****** 
8* 
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I wu very g^ to come home. I sang to them two or 
three things, bat the piano was pitched too high for my 
voice ; by the bye, in that large, lofty, fine room, they 
had a tiny, old-fashioned, becnrtained cabinet piano stuck 
right against the wall, unto which the singer's iace was 
tamed, and into which his voice was absorbed. We bad 
hardly regained our inn and uncloaked, when there came 

a tap at the door, and in walked Mr« to ask me if we 

wm^ld not join them, (himself and the ,) at supper ; 

he said that, besides five being a great deal too early to 
dine, he had not half dinner enough ; and then began the 
regular English quizzing of everything and every body 
we had left behind. Oh dear, oh dear ! how thoroughly 

English it was, and how it reminded me of H ; of 

course, we did not accept their invitation, but it furnished 
me matter of amusement. How we English folks da 
cling to our own habits, our own views, our own things, 
our own people ; how, in spite of all our wanderings and 
scatterings over the whole face of the earth, like so many 
Jews, we never lose our distinct and national indivi- 
duality ; nor fail to lay hold of one another^s skirts, to 
laugh at and depreciate all that differs from that country, 
which we delight in forsaking for any and all others. 

Sunday, 16tb« 

Rose at eight. After breakfast walked to church with the 

C— s and Mr. B . They went to Grace Church for 

the music ; we stopped short to go to the -*^ pew in the 
Episcopal church. The pew was crammed, I am sorry 
to say, owing to our being there, which they had pressed 
so earnestly, tliat we thought ourselves bound to accept 
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the invitation. The sermon was tolerably good ; better 
jAian the average sermons one hears in London, and suffi- 
ciently well delivered. After church, I— called, also 
two men of the name of M-— '-, large men, very ! also 

Mr. B and Mr. C— ----' ; when they were all gone, 

wrote journal, and began a letter to J—. Dined at five ; 
after dinner went on with my letter to J ■, and wrote 
an immense one to dear H , which kept me pen in 
hand till past twelve. A tremendous thunder-storm came 
on, which lasted from nine o'clock, till past two in the 
morning ; I never saw b^t one such in my life ; and that 
was our memorable Weybridge storm, which only ex- 
ceeded this in the circumstance of my having seen a thun- 
derbolt fall during that paroxysm of the elements. But 
this was very glorious, awful, beautiful, and tremendous. 
The lightning played without the intermission of a second, 
in wide sheets of purple glaring fiame that trembled over 
the earth for nearly two or three seconds at a time ; 
making the whole world, river, sky, trees, and buildings, 
look like a ghostly universe cut out in chalk. The light 
Over the water, which absolutely illumined the shore on 
the other side with the broad glare of full day, was of a 
magnificent purple colour. The night was pitehy dark, 
too ; so that between each of these ghastly smites of the 
devil, the various pale steeples and buildings, which 
seemed at every moment to leap from nothing into exist* 
ence, after standing out in fearful relief against a badc- 
groond of fire, were hidden like so many dreams in deep 
and total darkness. God's music rolled along the hea- 
vens ; the forked lightnings now dived from the douds 
into the very bosom of the city, now ran like tangled 
threads of fire all round the blazing sky. '' The big < 
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bright rain came dancing to the earth," the wind clapped 
its huge wings, and swept through the dazzling glare; 
and, as I stood, with eyes half veiled, (for the light was 
too intepse even upon the ground to be looked at with un- 
shaded eyes,) gazing at this fierce holiday of th^ elements 
-—at the mad lightning; — at the brilliant shower, through 
which the flashes shone like daylight, listening to the 
huge thunder, as its voice resounded, and its heavy feet 
rebounded along the clouds ; and the swift spiritrlike wind 
rushing triumphantly a\ong, uttering its wild paean over 
the amazed earth ; I felt more intensely than I ever did 
before, the wondrous might of these, God's powerful and 
beautiful creatures ; the wondrous might, majesty, and 
awfulness of him their Lord, beneath whose footstool they 
lie chained, by his great goodness, made the ministers of 
good to this our lowly dwelling-place. I did not go to bed 
till two ; the storm continued to rage long after that. 

Mondajr, 17tli« 

Rose at eight. At twelve went to rehearsal. The weather 
is intolerable ; I am in a state of perpetual fusion. The 
theatre is the coolest place I have yet been in, I mean at 
rehearsal ; when the front is empty, and the doors open, 
and the stage is so dark that we are obliged to rehearse 
by candle-light. That washed-out man who failed in 
London when he acted Romeo with me, is to be my Fazio : 
let us hope he will know some of his words to-morrow 
night, for he is at present most innocent of any such know- 
ledge. After rehearsal walked into a shop to buy some 
gauze ; the shopman called me by my name, entered into 
conversation with us, and one of them, after showing me 
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a variety of things which I did not want, said, that they 
were most anxious to show me every attention, and render 
my stay in this country agreeable. A Christian, I suppose, 
would have met these benevolent advances with an infini- 
tude of thankfulness, and an outpouring of grateful plea- 
sure ; but for my own part, though I had the grace to 
smile and say ** thank you," I longed to add, ** but be so 
good as to measure your ribands, and hold your tongue." 
I have no idea of holding parley with clerks behind a 
counter, still less of their doing so with me. So much 
for my first impression of the courtesy of this land of 
liberty. I should have been much better pleased if they 
had called me " Ma'am," which they did not. We dined 

at three. V—— and Colonel called after dinner. 

At seven went to the theatre. It was my dear father's 
first appearance, in this new worid, and my heart ached 
with anxiety. The weather was intensely hot, yet the 
theatre was crowded ; when he came on, they gave him 
what every body hercf calls an immense reception ; but 
they should see our London audience get up; and wave 
bats and handkerchiefs, ai\d shout welcome as they do to 
us. The tears were in my eyes, and all I could say was, 
** They might as well get up, I think.'^ My father looked 
well, and acted beyond all praise ; but oh, what a fine and 
delicate piece of work this is ! there is not one sentence, 
line, or word of this part, which my father has not sifted 
grain by grain ; there is not one scene or passage to which 
he does not give its fullest and most entire substance, to- 
gether with a variety that relieves the intense study of the 
whole with wonderful effect. » » » 
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I think that it is impossible to conceive Hamlet more truly, 
or execute it more exquisitely than he does. The refine- 
ment, the tenderness, the grace, dignity and princely cour- 
tesy with which he invests it from beginning to end, are 
most lovely, and some of the slighter passages, which, like 
fine tints to the incapable eyes of blindness, must always 
pass unnoticed, and of course, utterly uncompreheoded, 
by the discriminating public, enchanted me. * * 



His voice was weak from nervousness and the intolerable 
heat of the weather, and he was not well dressed, which 
was a pity. » « « * * 

* # # # # * 

****** 

The play was well got up, and went ofi* very well. The 
' ' were there, a regiment of them ; also Colonel — 
and Captain — — -. After the play, came home to supper. 

Tuesday, IStlu 

Rose at eight. At eleven went to rehearsal. Mr. Keppel 
is just as nervous, and as imperfect as ever ; what on earth 
will he, or shall I do to-night ! Came home, got things 
out for the theatre, and sat like any stroller stitching for 

dear life, at my head-dress. Mr. H and his nephew 

called ; the latter asked me if I was at all apprehensive ? 
no, by my troth, I am not ; and that, not because I feel 
sure of success, for I think it very probable, the Yankees 
may like to show their critical judgment and independence 
by damning me ; but because, thank God, I do not care 
whether they do or not ; the whole thing is too loathsome 
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to me, for either failure or success, to affect me in the least, 
and therefore I feel neither nervous nor anxious about it. 

We dined at three ; after dinner, J came ; he sat some 

time. When he was gone, I came into the drawing-room, 
and found a man sitting with my father, who presented 
him to me by some inaudible name. I sat down, and the 
gentleman pursued his conversation, as follows : " When 
Clara Fisher came over, Barry wrote to me about tier, and 
I wrote him back word: My dear fellow, if your bella 
donna is such as you describe, why, we'll see what we 
can do, we will take her by the hand.'* This was enough 
for me. T jumped up, and ran out of the room ; because, 
' a newspaper writer is my aversion. At half past six went 
to the theatre. They acted the farce of Popping the 
Question first ; in order, I suppose, to get the people to 
their places before the play began. Poor Mr. Keppel was 
gasping for breath ; he moved my compassion infinitely ; 
I consoled and comforted him all I could, gave him some 
of my lemonade to swallow, for he was choking with 
fright ; sat myself down with my back to the audience, 
and up went the curtain. Owing to the position in which 
I was sitting, and my plain dress, most unheroine-like in 
its make and colour, the people did not know me, and 
would not have known me for some time, if that stupid 
man had done as I kept bidding him, gone on ; but instead 
of doing so, he stood stock still, looked at me, and then at 
the audience, whereupon the latter caught an inkling of 
the truth, and gave me such a reception as I get in Covent 
Garden theatre every time I act a new part. The house 

was very full ; all the were there, and Colonel . 

Mr. Keppel was frightened to death, and in the very 
second speech was quite out; it was in vain that I 
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prompted him, he was too nenrous to take tfie word« and 
made a complete mesa of it. 'Hiis hajfpened more thaa 
once in the first scene, and at the end of the first act, aa I 
left the stage I said to P , ** It's all up with me, I 
can't do anything now,*' for having to prompt my Fazio, 
frightened by his fright, annoyed by his forgetting his 
crossings and positions, utterly unable to work myself into 
anything like excitement, I thought the whole thing must 
necessarily go to pieces. However, once rid of my en- 
cumbrance, which I am at the end of the second act, I 
began to move a little more (reely, gathered up my 
strength, and set to work comfortably by myself; where- 
upon, the people applauded, I warmed, (warmed, qaodia? 
the air was steam,) and got through very satisfactorily, at 
least so it seems. My dresses were very beautiful, bat 
oh, but oh, the musquitoes had made dreadful havoc with 
my arms, which were covered with hills as large and red 
as Vesuvius in an eruption. After ^e play, my father in- 
troduced me to Mr. B , Lord S ' s brother, wlio 
was behind the scenes ; his brother's place, by the bye. 
Came home, supped. » « ♦ » 

« « « « « * « 

Came to bed at half past twelve ; weary, and half melted 
away. The ants swarm on the floors, on the tables, in 
the beds, about one's clothes : the plagues of Egypt were 
a joke to them ; horrible ! it makes one's life absokitely 
burthensome, to have creatures creeping about one, and 
all over one, night and day, this fashion; to say nothing of 
those cantankerous stinging things, the musquitoes. 
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l¥ednesd*y, ISth* 



D did not call me till ten o'clock, whereat I was in 

furious dudgeon Got up, breakfasted, ancl off to rehearsal ; 
Romeo and Juliet. Mr. Keppel has been dismissed, poor 
man ! I'm sorry for him ; my father is to play Romeo 
with me, Fm sorrier still for that. After rehearsal, came 
home, dandled about my room ; Mr. — called : he is 
particularly fond of music. My father asked him to try 
the piano, which he accordingly did, and was playing 
most delightfully when in walked Mr. , and by and 

by Colonel ^ with his honour the Recorder, and 

General — of the militia. I amused myself with looking 
over some exquisite brown silk stockings, wherewith I 
mean to match my gown. When they were all gone, 

dandled ahout till time to dress. So poor dear H 

can't come from Philadelphia for our dinner — dear, I'm 
quite sorry ! at five our party assembled ; we were but 
thin in numbers, and the half empty table, together with the 
old ship faces, made it look, as some one observed, as if it 
was blowing hard. Our dinner was neither good nor well 
served, the wine not half iced. At the end of it, my father 
gave Captain his claret jug, wherewith that 

worthy seemed much satisfied. * * 

« * « * • . « « 

We left the table soon ; came and wrote journal. 
When the gentlemen joined us, they were all more or less 
*• how com'd you so indeed ?" Mr. — and Mr. 
— — particularly. They put me down to the piano, and 
once or twice I thought I must have screamed. On one 
side vibrated dear Mr. , threatening my new gown 

with a cup of coffee, which he held at an awful angle 

9 
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from the horizontal line; singing with every body who 
opened their lips, and uttering such dreadfully discordant 
little squeals and squeaks, that I thought I should have 
died of suppressed laughter. On the other side, rather 
concerned^ but not quite so much so, stood the Irishman ; 
who, though warbling a little out of tune, and flourishing 
somewhat luxuriantly, still retained enough of his right 

senses to discriminate between Mr. ^'s yelps and 

singing, properly so called; and accordingly pished! — 
and pshawed ! — and oh Lorded ! — ^and good heavened ! 
away, staring at the perpetrator with indignant horror 
through his spectacles, while his terrified wig stood on end 
in every direction, each particular hair appearing vehe- 
mently possessed with the centrifugal force. They all 
went away in good time, and we came to bed. 



-To bed — ^to sleeps 



To sleep ! — ^perchance to be bitten ! aye— there^s the scratch: 
And in that sleep of our's what bugs may come. 
Must give us pause. 

Tlnnrsdayt 90t]u 

Rose at eight. After breakfast went to rehearse Romeo 
and Juliet. Poor Mr. Keppel is fairly laid on the shelf; 
I'm sorry for him ! What a funny passion he had, by the 
bye, for going down upon his knees. In Fazio, at the end 
of the judgment scene, when I was upon mine, down he 
went upon his, making the most absurd, devout looking 
vis4-vi8, I ever beheld ; in the last scene, too, when he 
ought to have been going off to execution, down he went 
again upon his knees, and no power on earth could get 
him up again, for Lord knows how long. Poor fellow, he 



lomuf AL. 99' 

bothered me a good deal, yet Fm sincerely sorry for him. 
At the end of onr rehearsal, came home. The weather is 

snnny, sultry, scorching, suffocating ; ah ! Mr. 

called. This is an indifferent imitation of bad fine man- 
ners amongst us ; ** he speaks small, too, like a gentle- 
man." He sat for a long time, talking over the opera, 
and all the prima donnas in the world. When he was 

gone, Mr. and Mr. called. * * 

# * # # # # 

* ♦ * » » ^| * 

The latter asked us to dinner to-morrow* to meet Dr. 
— -— , who, poor man, dares neither go to the play, nor 
call upon us ; so strict are the good people here about the 
behaviour of their pastors and masters. By the bye, 
Essex called this morning to fetch away the captain's 
claret jug ; he asked my father for an order, adding, with 
some hesitation, '*It must be for the gallery, if you please, 
sir, for people of colour are not allowed to go to the pit, 
or any other part of the house." I believe I turned black 
myself, I was so indignant. Here's aristocracy with a 

vengeance I called with Forrest, the American 

actor. Mr. Forrest has rather a fine face, I think. We 
dined at three ; after dinner wrote journal, played on the 
piano, and frittered away my time till half past six. Went 
to the theatre ; the house was very full, and dreadfully hot 
My father acted Romeo beautifully ; I looked very nice, 
and the people applauded my goivn abundantly. At the 
end of the play I was half dead with heat and fatigue ; 
came home and supped, lay down on the floor in absolute 
meltiness away, and then came to bed. 
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Frid«7, »lst« 

Rose at eight. After breakfast went to rehearsal. The 
School for Scandal ; Sir Peter, I see, keeps his effects to 
himself; what a bore this is, to be sure ! Got out things 

for the theatre. While eating my lunch, Mr. and 

his cousin, a Mr. , (one of the cleverest lawyers here,) 

called. *«*#»# 
* * . # # « * 

They were talking of Mr. Keppel. By the bye, of that 
gentleman ; Mr. Simpson sent me this morning, for my 
decision, a letter from Mr. Keppel, soliciting another trial, 
and urging the hardness of his case, in being condemned 
upon a part which he had had no time to study. My own 
opinion of poor Mr. Keppel is, that no power on earth or 
in heaven can make him act decently ; however, of course, 
I did not object to his trying again ; he did not swamp me 
the first night, so I don't suppose he will the fiflh. We 
dined at five; just before dinner received a most delicious 
bouquet, which gladdened ray very heart with its sweet 
smell and lovely colours : some of the flowers were 

strangers to me. Afler dinner. Colonel called, and 

began pulling out heaps of newspapers, and telling us a 
long story about Mr. Keppel, who, it seems, has been 
writing to the papers, to convince them and the public 
that he is a good actor, at the same time throwing out 
sundry hints which seem aimed our way, of injustice, op- 
pression, hard usage, and the rest on't * * 

Mr. called to offer to ride with me ; when, however, 

the question of a horse was canvassed, he knew of none, 
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and Colonel — 's whole regiment of " beautiful ladies' 
horses" had, also, neither a local habitation, nor a name. 

When they were gone, went to the theatre ; the house was 
very good, the play, the School for Scandal. I played 
pretty fairly, and looked very nice. The people were 
stupid to a degree, to be sure ; poor things, it was very 
hot. Indeed, I scarce understand how they should be 
amused with the School for Scandal ; for though the dra- 
matic situations are so exquisite, yet the wit is far above 
the generality of even our own audiences, and the tone 
and manners altogether are so thoroughly English, that I 
should think it must be for the most part incomprehensi- 
ble to the good people here. After the play came home. 

Colonel S supped with us, and renewed the subject 

of Mr. Keppel and the theatre. My father happened to 
say, referring to a passage in that worthy's letter to the 
public, " I shall certainly inquire of Mr. Keppel why he 

has so used my name ;" to which Colonel S replied, 

as usual, '' No, now, let me advise, let me beg you, Mr. 
Kemble, just to remain quiet, and leave all this to me." 
This was too much for mortal woman to bear. I imme- 
diately said, '^ Not at all ; it is my father's affair, if any 
body's, and he alone has the right to demand any explana- 
tion, or make any observation on the subject ; and were I 
he, I certainly should do so, and that fortliwith." I could 
hold no longer. » « » « « 



Came to bed in tremendous dudgeon. The few critiques 

that I have seen upon our acting have been, upon the whole, 

9* 
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laudatory. One was tent to me from a paper called the 
Mirror, which pleased me very much ; not because the 
praise in it was excessive, and far beyond my deserts, but 
that it was written with great taste and feeling, and was 
evidently not the produce of a common press hack. There 
appeared to me in all the others, the true provincial dread 
of praising too much, and being led into approbation by 
previous opinions ; a sort of jealpusy of critical freedom, 
which, together with the established nil iidmirari of the 
press, seems to keep them in a constant dread of being 
thought enthusiastic. They need not be afraid : enthusi- 
asm may belong to such analysis as Schlegel's or Chan- 
ning's, but has nothing in common with the paragraphs of 
a newspaper: the inditers of which, in my poor judgment, 
seldom go beyond the very threshold of criticism, u e. the 
discovery of faults. I am infinitely amused at the extreme 
curiosity ^vhich appears to me to be the besetting sin of 
the people here. A gentleman whom you know, (as for 
instance, in my case,) very slightly, will sit down by your 
table during a morning visit, turn over every article upon 
it, look at the cards of the various people who Have called 
upon you, ask half a dozen questions about each of them, 
as many about your own private concerns, and all this, as 
though it were a matter of course that you should answer 
him, which I feel greatly inclined occasionally not to do. 

Saturday, fi2dm 

Rose at eight. After breakfast dawdled about till near one 
o'clock ; got into a hackney coach* with D , and re- 

• The hackney coaches in this country ape very different from 
those perilous receptacles of dust and dirty straw, which disgrace 
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turned all manner of cards, « * * ♦ 

« « « « « ^ 

Went into a shop to order a pair of shoes. The shop- 
keepers in this pkce with whom I have hitherto had to 
deal, are either condescendingly familiar, or insolently in- 
different in their manner. Your washerwoman sits down 
before you, while you zxe standing speaking to her; and 
a shop boy bringing things for your inspection, not only 
sits down, but keeps his hat on in your drawing-room. 
The worthy man to whom I went for my shoes was so 
amazingly ungracious, that at first I thought I would go 
OQt of the shop ; but recollecting that I should probably 
only go farther and fare worse, I gulped, sat down, and 
was measured. All this is bad : it has its origin in a vul- 
gar misapprehension, which confounds ill breeding with 
independence, and leads people to fancy that they elevate 
thems^ves above their condition by discharging its duties 
MKJ obligations discourteously.! « » » 



^ London stands. They are comfortable within, and clean 
without ; and the hones harnessed to them never exhibit those 
shocking specimens of craelty and ill usage, which the poor hack 
horses ia London present Indeed, (and it is a circumstance 
which deserves notice, for it bespeaks general character,) I have 
not seen, during a two years' residence in this country, a angle 
instance of brutality towards animals, such as one is compelled to 
witness hourly in the streets of any English town. 

t There is a striking difference in this respect between the 
tndes-people of New York, and those of Boston and Philadel- 
phia ; and in my opinion the latter preserve quite self-respect 
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Came home: wrote journal, practised, dressed for dinner. 

At five went in to our neighbour's ; Dr. , the Rector 

of Grace Church, was the only stranger. I liked him 
extremely : he sat by me at dinner, and I thought his con- 
versation sufficiently clever, with an abundance of good- 
ness, and liberal benevolent feeling shining through it. 

We retired to our room, where Mrs. made me laugh 

extremely with sundry passages of her American experi- 
ences. I was particularly amused with her account of 
their stopping, after a long day's journey, at an inn some- 
where, when the hostess, who remained in the room the 
whole time, addressed her as follows: "D'ye play?" 
pointing to an open piano forte. Mrs. — — replied that 
she did so sometimes ; whereupon the free and easy land- 
lady ordered candles, and added, '' Come, sit down and 
give us a tune, then," to which courteous and becoming 

invitation Mrs. replied by taking up her candle, and 

walking out of the room. The pendant to this is Mr. 
's story. He sent a die of his crest to a manufac- 
turer to have it put upon his gig harness. The man sent 
home the harness, when it was finished, but without the 

enough to acquit their courtesy and civility from any charge of 
servility. The only way in which I can account for the differ- 
ence, is the greater impulse which trade receives in New York, 
the proportionate rapidity with which fortunes are made, the 
ever-shifting materials of which its society is composed, and the 
facility with which the man who has served you betdnd his 
counter, having amassed an independence, assumes a station in 
the first circle, where his influence becomes commensurate with 
his wealth. This is not the ease, either in Boston or Philadel- 
phia ; at least, not to the same degree. 



JOURNAL. 105 

die ; after sending for which sundry times, Mr. -^ called 
to inquire after it himself, when the reply was : 
" Lord ! why I didn*t know you wanted it." 
" I tell you, I wish to have it back." ; 
" Oh pooh ! you can't want it much, now— do you ?" 
*' I tell you, sir, I desire to have the die back imme- 
diately." 

" Ah well, come now, what'll you take, for it ?" 
" D'ye think I mean to sell my crest ! why you might 
as well ask me to sell my name." 

" Why you see, a good many folks have seen it, and 
want to have it on their harness, as it's a pretty looking 
concern enough." 

So much for their ideas of a crest. This though, by 
the bye, happened some years ago. 

After the gentlemen joined us, my father made me sing 
to them, which I did with rather a bad grace, as I don't 
think any body wished to hear me but himself. * 



Dr. — is perfectly enchanting. They left us at about 
eleven. Came to bed. 



Rose at eight. After breakfast went to church with 
D . There is no such thing, I perceive, as a pew- 
opener ; so, after standing sufficiently long in the middle 
of the church, we established ourselves very comfortably 
in a pew, where we remained unmolested. The day was 
most lovely, and my eyes were constantly attracted to the 
church windows, through which the magnificent willows 
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of the barial-ground looked like golden-green foonfatns 
rising into the sky. * ♦ * * 



The singing in church was excellent, and Dr. 's ser- 
mon very good, too ; he wants sternness, but that is my 
particular fancy about a clergyman, and by most people 
would be accounted no want. It was not sacrament Sun- 
day ; D was disappointed, and I mistaken. Mr. 

walked home with us. After church wrote journal. 

called, and sat with us during dinner, telling us stories of 
the flogging of slaves, as he himself had witnessed it in 
the south, that forced the colour into my face, the tears 
into my eyes, and strained every muscle in my body with 
positive rage and indignation ; he made me perfectly sick 
with it. When he was gone, my father went to Colonel 
's. I played all through Mr. 's edition of Cin- 
derella, and then wrote three long letters, which kept me 
up till nearly one o'clock. Oh bugs, fleas, flies, ants, and 
musquitoes, great is the misery you inflict upon me ! I 
sit slapping my own face all day, and lie thumping my 
pillow all night ; 'tis a perfect nuisance to be devoured of 
creatures before one's in the ground ; it isn't fair. Wrote 

to Mr. to ask if he would ride with me on Tuesday. 

I am dying to be on horseback again. * * 



Mandftyt Mth* 

Rose at eight: went and took a bath. After breakfast, went 
to rehearsal. Venice Preserved, with Mr. Keppel, who 



I 
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did not appear to me to know the words even, and seemed 
perfectly bewildered at being asked to do the common 
business of the piece. ** Mercy on me I what will he do 
to-night ?" thought I. Came home and got things ready for 
the theatre. Received a visit from poor Mr. , who 

has got the lumbago, as Sir Peter would say, " on pur- 
pose," I believe, to prevent my riding out to-morrow. 
Dined at three ; after dinner, played and sang through 
Cinderella, wrote journal ; at sik went to the theatre. My 
gown was horribly ill-plaited, and I looked like a blue-bag. 

The house was very full, and they received Mr. K 

with acclamations and shouts of applause. When I went 
on, I was all but tumbling down at the sight of my Jaffier, 
who looked like the apothecary in Romeo and Juliet, with 
the addition of some devilish red slashes along his thighs 
and arras. The first scene passed well and so ; but oh, 
the next, and the next, and the next to that. Whenever 
be was not glued to my side, (and that was seldom,) 
he stood three yards behind me ; he did nothing but seize 
mj hand, and grapple to it so hard, that unless I had 
knocked him down, (which I felt much inclined to try,) I 
could not disengage myself. In the senate scene, when 
I was entreating for mercy, and struggling, as Otway has 
it, for my life, he was prancing round the stage in ev^ry 
direction, flourishing his dagger in the air; I wish to 
Heaven I had got up and run away, it would but have 
been natural, and have served him extremely right In the 
parting scene,— oh what a scene it was ! — instead of going 
away from me when he said, ** farewell forever," he stuck 
to my skirts, though in the same breath that I adjured him in 
the words of my part not to leave me, I added, aside, " Get 
away from me, oh do /" When I exclaimed, *• Not one kiss 
at parting," he kept embracing and kissing me like mad, and 
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when I ought to have heen pursuing him, and calling after 
him, '* Leave thy dagger with me," he hung himself up 
against the wing, and remained dangling there for five mi- 
nutes. I was half crazy ! and the good people sat and swal- 
lowed it all ; they deserved it, by my troth, they did. I 
prompted him constantly, and once, after struggling in vain 
to free myself from him, was obliged in the middle of my 
part to exclaim, "You hurt me dreadfully, Mr. Keppel !'* 
He clung to me, cramped me, crumpled me, — dreadful ! I 
never experienced anything like this before, and madB up my 
mind that I never would again. I played of course like a 
wretch, finished my part as well as I could, and as soon as 
the play was over, went to my father and Mr. Simpson, and 
declared to them both, my determination not to go upon the 
stage again, with that gentleman for a hero. Three trials 
are as many as, in reason, any body can demand, and come 
what come may, / will not be subjected to this sort of ex- 
periment again. At the end of the play, the clever New 
Yorkians actually called for Mr. Keppel ! and this most 
worthless clapping of hands, most worthlessly bestowed 
upon such a worthless object, is what, by Hhe nature of 
my craft, I am bound to care for ; I spit at it from the 
bottom of my soul ! Talking of applause, the man who 
acted Bedamar to-night thought fit to be two hours dragging 
me off the stage, in consequence of which I had to scream, 
"Jaffier, Jaffier," till I thought I should have broken a 
blood-vessel ; on my remonstrating with him upon this, he 
said, " Well, you are rewarded, listen :" the people were 
clapping and shouting vehemently ; this is the whole his- 
tory of acting and actors. We came home tired, and 
thoroughly disgusted, and found no supper. The cooks, 
who do not live in the house, but come and do their work, 
and depart home whenever it suits their convenience, had 
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notihoQght^roper to stay to prepare any supper for us : so 
we had to wait for the readiest things that could be procured 
out of doors for us — ^this was pleasant* — very ! At last ap* 
peared a cold, boiled fowl, and some monstrous oysters, that 
looked for all the world like an antediluvian race of 
oysters, "for in those days there were giants." Six 
moQthfols each ; they were well-flavoured, but their size 
displeased my eye, and I swallowed but one, and came to 
bed. 

• The universal hour of dining, in New York, when first we 
arrived, was three o'clock ; after which hour the cooks took their 
departure, and nothing was to be obtained fit to eat, either for 
k)ye or money ; this intolerable nuisance is gradually passing 
away ; but even now, tliough we can get our dinner served at six 
o'clock, it is always dressed at three; its excellence may be ima- 
gined fi^m thai T<^ say the truth, I think the system upon 
which all houses of public entertainment are conducted in tliis 
country, is a sample of the patience and long-sufTering, with which 
dirt, discomfort, and exorbitant charges may be borne by a 
whole community, without resistance, or even remonstrance. The 
best exceptions I could name to these various inconveniences are, 
first, Mr. Cozzen's establishment at West Point ; next, the Tre- 
mont at Boston, and lastly, the Mansion House at Philadelphia. 
In each of these, wayfarers may obtain some portion of decent 
comfort : but they have their drawbacks ; in the first, there are no 
private sitting rooms ; and in the last, the number of servants is 
inadequate to the work. The Tremont is by far the best esta^ 
blishment of the sort existing at present. Mr. A , the million- 
aire of New York, is about to remedy this deficiency, by the erec- 
tion of a magnificent hotel in Broadway. One thing, however, 
is certain ; neither he nor any one else will ever succeed in having 
a decent house, if the servants afe not a little superior to the Irish 
savages who officiate in that capacity in most houses, public and 
private, in the northern states of America. 
10 
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Friday, dSth* 

A letter from England, the fint from clear . D— - 

brooght it me while I was dressing, and Oh, how welcome, 
how welcome it was. • • • * 

* • • # • • ♦ 

After breakfast, went to rehearsal; Much Ado about No- 
thing. Came home, wrote journal, put out things for the 
theatre, dined at three. After dinner, called. 

Mr. called, and sat with us till six o'clock. * 

* * * # . * * 

* * • * * ' * * 

I constantly sit thunderstruck at the amazing number of 
unceremonious questions which people here think fit to 
ask one, and, . moreover, expect one to answer. Went to 
the theatre ; the house was not good. The Italians were 
expected to sing for the first time ; they did not, however, 
but in the mean time thinned our house. 

I would give the world to see Mr. directing the 

public taste, by an oeiliad, and leading the public appro- 
bation, by a gracious tapping of his supreme hand upon 
his ineffable snuff-box ; he reminds me of high life below 
stairs. The play went off very well ; I played well, and 
my dresses looked beautiful ; my father acted to perfection. 
I never saw anything so gallant, gay, so like a gentleman, 
so full of brilliant, buoyant, refined spirit; he looked 
admirably too. Mr. — ^ was behind the scenes ; speak- 
ing to me of my father's appearance in Pierre ; he said he 

reminded him of Lord . I could not forbear asking 

him how long he had been away from England ; he re- 
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plied, four yean. Tnily, foor yean will fbrnish him 
matter of astonishment, when he returns. Swallow street 
is grown into a line of palaces, the Strand is a broad mag- 
nificent avenue, where all the wealth of the world seems 

gathered together ; and Lord , the '* observed of all 

observers," is become a red-faced, fat old man. ^ Och 
Time ! can't ye be aisy now !" 

Rose late, did not go to church ; sat wiitin^ letters all the 

morning. Mr. and Mr. called. What a 

diaracter that Mr. is. Colonel —7- called, and 

wanted to take my father out, but we were all inditing 
epistles to go to-morrow by the dear old Pacific. At 

three o'clock went to church with Mrs. and Mr. 

-^—. I like Dr. ■ most extremely. His mild, be- 
nevolent. Christian view of the duties and blessings of life 
is very delightful, and the sound practical doctrine he 
preaches, *• good for edification." ♦ « ♦ 

* • * • • • 

It poured with rain, but they sent a coach for us from the 
inn ; came home, dressed for dinner. D— — » and I dined 
tete-a-tete. After dinner sat writing letters for Mr. — — -'s 
bag till ten o'clock ; came to my own room, undressed, 
and began a volume to dear — -. * ♦ » 

« « * * « * 

« ****** 

I did not get to bed till three o'clock ; in spite of all which 
I am as fat as an overstufied pincushion. * * 

****** 
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Select specimens of American pronunciation: 
vaggaries, vagaries, 

ad inf inmtuin» ad infinitem. 

vit6pperate, idtuperate. 



Jlondayi October 1st* 

While I was out, Captain called for our letters. 

Saw Mr. , and bade him good-by ; they are going 

away to-day to Havre, to Europe ; I wish I was a nail in 
one of their trunks. After breakfast went to rehearse King 
John ; what a lovely mess they will make of it, to be sure. 
When my sorrows were ended, my father brought me 

home : found a most lovely nosegay from Mr. awaiting 

me. Bless it ! how sweet it smelt, and how pretty it looked, 
^pent an hour delightfully in puttiog it into water. Got 
things ready for to-night, practised till dinner, and wrote 
journal. My father received a letter to-day, informing him 
that a cabal was forming by the friends of Miss Vincent and 
Miss Clifton, (native talent !) to hiss us off the New York 
stage, if possible ; if not, to send people in every night to 
create a disturbance during our best scenes : the letter is 
anonymous, and therefore little deserving of attention. After 
dinner, practised till time to go to the theatre. The house 
was very full, but what a cast ! what a play ! what botchers ! 
what butchers ! In his very first scene, the most christian 
King stuck fast ; and there he stood, shifting his truncheon 
from hand to hand, rolling his eyes, gasping for breath, and 
struggling for words, like a man in the night-mare. I 
thought of Hamlet, *' Lezve thy damnable iaces ;^' and was 
obliged to turn away. In the scene before Angiers,, when 
the French and English heralds summon the citizens to 
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the walls, the Frenchman applied his iastranient to his 
mouthf uplifted his cheat, distended his cheeks, and ap* 
peared to hlow furiously ; not a sound ! he dropped his 
arm and looked off the stage in discomfiture and indignation, 
vrhen the perverse trumpet set up a blast fit to waken the 
dead, — the audience roared ; it reminded me of the harp in 
the old ballad, that " began to play alone." Ghatillon, on 
his return from England, begged to assure us that with 
King John was come the mother queen, an ^nty stirring 
him to blood and war. When Cardinal Papdulph came 
on, the people set up a shout, as usual ; he was dreadfully 
terrified, poor thing, and all the time he spoke kept giving 
little nervous twitches to his sacred petticoat, in a fashion 
that was enough to make one die of laughter. He was as 
obstinate, too, in his bewilderment as a stuttering man in his 
incoherency ; for once, when he stuck fast, having twitched 
his skirts, and thumped his breast in vain for some time, I 
thought it best, having to speak next, to go on; when- lo 
and behold ! in the middle of my speech the ** scarlet sin" 
recovers his memory, and shouts forth the end of his own, 
to the utter confusion of my august self, and the audience. 
I thought they never would have got through my last scene; 
king gazed at cardinal, and cardinal gazed at king ; king 
nodded and winked at the prompter, spread out his hands, 
and remained with his mouth open ; cardinal nodded and 
winked at the prompter, crossed his hands on his breast, 
and remained with his mouth open ; neither of them utter- 
ing a syllable! what a scene, O, what a glorious scene! 
came home as soon as my part was over. Supped, and 
sat up for my father. Heard his account of the end, and 
came to bed.* 

* It 18 fortunate for the managera of the Park Theatre, and very 
unfortunate for the citizens of New York, that the audiences who 
10* 
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IVednesday^ 3d* 

Rose late. After breakfast went to rehearsal ; what a mess 
I do make of Bizarre ! Ellen Tree and Mrs. Chatterly 
were angels to what I shall be, yet I remember thinking 
them both bad enough. After all, if people generally did 
but know the difficulty of doing well, they would be less 
damnatory upon those who do ill. It is not easy to act 

well. After rehearsal went to Stewart*s with D . As 

we were proceeding up Broadway to Bonfanti's,* I saw a 
m^n in the strangest attitude imaginable, absolutely setting 
at us : presently he pounced, and who should it be but 

. He came into Bonfanti's with us, and afterwards 

insist^ on escorting us to our various destinations ; not, 
however, without manifold and deep lamentations on his 
slovenly appearance and dirty gloves. The latter, however, 
he managed to exchange cheminfaisant for a pair of new 
ones, which he extracted from his pocket and drew on, 

frequent that place of entertainment, are chiefly composed of 
the strangers who are constantly passing in vast numbers through 
this city. It is not worth the while of the management to pay a 
good company, when an indifferent one answers their purpose 
quite as well ; the system upon which theatrical speculations are 
conducted in this country is, having one or two '* stars" for the 
principal characters, and nine or ten sticks for all the rest The 
consequence is, that a play is never decently acted, and at such * 
times as stars are scarce, the houses are veiy deservedly empty. 
The terrestrial audiences suffer much by this mode of getting up 
plays ; but the celestial performers, the stars propped upon sticks, 
infiiutely more. ^ 

* Stewart— Bonfanti. The name of shopkeepers in Broadway ; 
the former's is the best shop in New York. 
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mrithout letting go our arms, which be squeezed most un- 
mercifully during the operation. We went through a part of 
the town which I had never seen before. The shops have 
all a strange fair-like appearance, and exhibit a spectacle 
of heterogeneous disorder, which greatly amazes the eye 
of a Londoner. The comparative infancy in which most 
of the adornments* of life are yet in this country, renders 
it impossible for the number of distinct trades to exist, 
that do among us, where the population is so much denser, 
and where the luxurious indulgences of the few find ample 
occupation for the penurious industry of the many. But 
here, one man drives several trades, and in every shop 
you meet with a strange incongruous mixture of articles 
for sale, which would be found nowhere in England, but 
in the veriest village hucksters. Comparatively few of tlie 
objects for sale can be exposed in the windows, which are 
unlike oar shop windows, narrow and ill adapted for the 
display of goods : but piles of them lie outside the doors, 
choking up the pathway, and coloured cloths, flannels, 
shawls, etc., are suspended about in long draperies, whose 
vivid colours flying over the face of the houses, give them 
an untidy, but at the same time a gay flaunting appearance. 
We went into a shop to buy some stockings, and miss- 
ing our preux. chevalier, I turned round to look for him ; 
when I perceived him beautifying most busily before a 
glass in a further corner of the shop. He had seized on a 
sort of house brush, and began brooming his hat ; the next 
operation was to produce a small pocket comb and arrange 
his disordered locks ; lastly, he transferred the services of 
the brush of all work from his head to his feet, and having 
dusted his boots, drawn himself up in his surtout, buttoned 
its two lower buttons, and given a reforming grasp to his 
neckcloth, he approached us, evidently much advanced in 
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his own good graces. We went to the furriers, and brought 
away my dark boa. Game home, put out things for pack- 
ing up, and remained so engaged till time to dress for dia- 
ner. Mr. and Mrs. — and Mr. — • dined with us. 
* # * ♦ * 

# » * * ♦ # 

Mr. is an Englishman of the high breed, and 

sufficiently pleasant. After dinner we had to withdraw 
into our bed-room, for the house is so full that they canU 
cram anything more into an inch of it. 

Joined the gentlemen at tea, Mr. had gone to 

the theatre ; Mr. and I had some music. He plays 

delightfully, and knows every note of music that ever 
was written ; but he had the barbarity to make me sing a 
song of his own composing to him, wHich is a cruel thing 
in a man to do. He went away at about eleven, and we 
then came to bed. My father went to see Miss Clifton, at 
the Bowery theatre. 

Tliursdayf 4Uu 

Rose late. After breakfast went to rehearsal ; my Bizarre 
is getting a little more into shape. Ailer rehearsal, came 

home. Mr. and Mr. called, and sat some 

time with me. The former is tolerably pleasant, but a 
little #D0 fond of telling good stories that he has told before. 
Put out things for the theatre ; dined at three. Colonel 
-^ — called. Wrote journal, while doing so, was called 
out to look at my gown, which the worthy milliner had 
sent home. 

I am, I am an ang^l ! Witness it, Heaven ! 
Witness it eartli, and every being witness it ! 
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The gown was spoil'd ! Yet by immortal patience 
I did not even fly into a pas»on. 

She took it back to alter it. Presently arrived my wreath, 
and that had also to be taken back ; for 'twa? nothing like 
what I had ordered. Now all this does not provoke me ; 
but the thing that does, is the dreadful want of manners of 
the trades-people heie. They bolt into your room without 
knocking, nod to you, sit down, and without the preface of 
either Sir, Ma'^am, or Miss, start off into '^ Well now, Fm 
come to speak about so and so." At six went to the 
theatre ; play, the Hunchback : the house was crammed 
from floor to ceiling. I had an intense headache, but 
played tolerably well. I wore my red satin, and looked 
like a bonfire. Came home and found Smith's Virginia, 
and two volumes of Graham's America, which 1 want to 
read. They charge twelve dollars for these ; everything is 
horribly dear here. Game to bed with my head splitting. 



Fridajr^ 5tli« 

Played Bizarre for the first time. Acted so-so, looked very 
pretty, the house was very fine, and my father incompara- 
ble ; they called for him after the play. Golonel 

and Mr. — — called in while we were at supper. 

Rose late ; when I came in to breakfast, found Golonel 

. sitting in the parlour. He remained for a long time, 

and we had sundry discussions on topics manifold. It 
saems that the blessed people here were shocked at my 
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having to hear the eoarseness of Faiqitfiar's Incondtant— 
humbug !t »♦•*»♦ 

f Were the morality that I constantly hear uttered a little 
more consistent, not only with right reason, but with itself I 
think it might be more deserving of attention and respect But 
the mock delicacy, which essts to so great a degree with regard 
to theatrical exhibitions, can command neither the oniB nor the 
other. To those who forbid all dramatic representations, as ex- 
hibitions of an unhealthy tendency upon oua intellectual and 
moral nature, I have no objections, at present, to make. Un- 
qualified condemnation, particularly when adopted on such 
g^unds,may be a sincere, a respectable, perhaps a right opinion. 
I have but one reply to offer to it : the human mind requires re- 
creation ; is not a theatre, (always supposing it to be, not what 
theatres too often are, but what they ought to be,) is not a theatre 
a better, a higher, a more noble and useful place of recreation 
than a billiard<«room, or the bar of a tavern ? Perhaps in the course 
of the moral and intellectual improvement of mankind, att these 
will give way to yet purer, and more refined sources of recrea- 
tion ; but in the mean time, I confess, with its manifold abuses, a 
play-house appears to me worthy of toleration, if not of approbSF 
tion, as holding forth, (when directed as it should be,) a highly 
intellectual, rational, and refined amusement 

However, as I befbre said, my quarrel is not witii those who 
condemn indiscriminately all theatrical exhibitions ; they may be 
right : at all events, so sweeping a sentence betrays no incon- 
sistency. But what are we to say to individuals^ or audiences, 
who turn with affected disgust from the sallies of Bizarre and 
Beatrice, and who applaud and lau^^ and are delighted at the 
gross immorality of such plays as the Wonder, and Rule a Wife 
and have a Wife ; the latter particularly, in which the immorality 
and indecency are not those of expression only, but of concep- 
tion, and imngle in th^ whole construction of the piece, in which 
not one character appears, whose motives of action are not moet 
unworthy, and whose language is not as full of ooarsenesa^ as de- 
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At twelve went opt shoppings and paying bills ; called 
upon Mr8« ■ ■» and sat some time with her and Mrs. 

void of every generous, elevated, or refined sentiment (The 
tirades of Leon are no exception, for in the month of a man who 
marries such a woman as Marguerita, by such means, and for 
such an end, they are mere mockeries.) I confess that my sur^ 
prise was excited, when I was told that an American audience 
would not endure that portion of Beatrice's wit, whichi^he Lon- 
don censors have spared, and that Othello was all but a pro- 
scribed play ; but it was infinitely more so, when I found that the 
same audience tolerated, or rather encourage with their pre- 
sence and applause, the coarse production of Mrs. Centivr^, and 
Beaumont and Fletcher. With regard to the Inconstant, it is by 
far the most moral of Farquhar's plays ; that p^erhaps is little 
praise, for the Recruiting Officer, and the Beau's Stratagem, are 
decidedly the reverse. But in spite of the licentiousness of the 
writing, in many parts, the construction, the motive, the action of 
the play is not licentious; the characters are fur from being 
utterly debased in tlieir conception, or depraved in the senti- 
ments they utter ; (excepting, of course, the companions of poor 
Mirable's last revel;) the women^ those surest ovterions, by whose 
principles and conduct may be formed the truest opinion of the 
purity of the social atmosphere, the women, though free in their 
manners and language, (it was the fashion of their times, and of 
the times before them, when words did not pass for deeds, either 
good or bad,) are essentially honest women; and Bizarre, . coarse 
as her expressions may appear, has yet more real dehcacy than 
poor Oriana, whose womanly love causes her too fiir to forget 
her womanly pride. Of the catastrophe of this play, and its 
frightfully pointed moral, little need be said to prove that its effect 
is likely to be far moT6 wholesome, because far more homely than 
that of most theatrical inventions; invention indeed it is not, and 
its greatest interest, as perhaps its chief utility, is drawn ^m the 
circumstance of its being a faithful representation of a situation of 
unequalled horror, in which the author himself was placed, and 
from >rhioh he was rescued precisely as he extricates his hero. 
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' ; left a cwrd at Mrs. >-'s, and came home, pre- 
pared things for oar journey, and dressed for dinner. On 

Of the truth and satirical power of the dialogue, none who un- 
derstand it call dispute, and if, instead of attaching themselves to 
the farcical romping of Bizarre and her ungallant lover, the 
modest critics of this play had devoted some attention to the 
dialogues between young and old Mirable, their nice sense of 
decencyji would have been less shocked, and they might have 
found themselves repadd by some of the most pointed, witty^ and 
pithy writing in the English dramatic literature. I am much 
obliged to such of my friends as lamented that I had to personate 
Farquhar's impertinent heroine ; for my own g^od part, I would 
as lief be such an one, as either Jane Shore, Mrs. Haller, Lady 
Macbeth, or the wild woman Bianca. I know that great crimes 
have a species of evil grandeur in them ; they spring only from 
a powerful soil, they are in their very magnitude, respectable. I 
know that mighty passions have in their very excess a frightful 
majesty, that asserts the vigour* of the natures from which they 
rise ; and there is as little similarity between them, and the base, 
degraded, selfish, cowanjly tribe of petty larceny vices, with 
which human societies abound, as there is between the caterpillar 
blight, that crawls over a fertile district, gnawing it away inch, 
meal, and the thunderbolt that scathes, or the earthquake that 
swallows the same region, in its awful mission of destruction. But 
I maintain that freedom of expression and manner, is by no means 
an indication of laxity of morals, and again repeat that Bizarre is 
free in her words, but not in her principles. The authoress of 
the most graceful and true analysis of Sliakspeare's female char- 
acters, has offered a better vindication of their manners than I 
could write ; I can only say, I pity sincerely all those who, passing 
over the exquisite purity, delicacy and loveliness of their concep- 
tion, dwell only upon modes of expression which belong to the 
times in which their great creator Dved. With respect to the 
manner in which audiences are affected by what they hear on the 
stage, I cannot but think that gentlemen who wish theur wives 
and daughters to hear no language of an exceptionable nature, had 
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our way to Mr. ^'s, my father iold me he had been 

seeing Miss Clifton, the girl they want him to teach to act ; 
(to teach to act, quotha ! ! !) he says, she is very pretty 
indeed, with fine eyes, a fair, delicate skin, and a hand- 
some mouth ; moreover, a tall woman, and yet from tlie 
front of the house, her effect is nought What a pity, and 

a provoking ! A pleasant dinner, very. Mr. the poet, 

one Dr. , Colonel, and Mr. ; the only wo- 
man was a Miss b « » * « 



better make themselves acquainted with what they take them to 
see, or at all events, avoid, when in the theatre, attracting their 
attention to expressions wMch their disapprobation serves only to 
bring into notice, and which had much better escape unheard, or 
at least unheeded. Voluminous as this note has become, I can- 
not but add one word with respect to the members of the profes- 
sion to which I have belonged. Many actresses that I have 
known, in the performance of unvirtuous or unlovely charac- 
ters, (I cannot, however, help remembering, that they were also 
secondary parts,) have thought fit to impress the audience with 
the wide difference between their assumed and real disposition, 
by acting as ill, and looking as cross as they possibly could, which 
could hot but be a g^eat satisfaction to any moral audience. I 
have seen this done by that fine part in Milman's Fazio, Alda- 
bella, repeatedly, and not unfrequently by the Queen in Hamlet, 
Margarita, in Rule a Wife and have a Wife, (I scarcely wonder at 
that though,) and even by poor Shakspeare's Lady Falconbridg^. 
I think this is a mistake: the audience, I believe, never forget that 
the actress is not indeed tiie wicked woman she seems. In one 
instance that might have been the case perhaps. I speak of a 
great artist, whose efforts I never witnessed, but whose private 
excellence I have a near right to rejoice in, and who was as true 
in her performance of the wretch Millwood, as in her personifica- 
tions of Shak8peare';i grandest creations. 

11 
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— 's face reminded me of young— ; the countenance 
was not quite so goodi but there was the same radiant 
look about the eyes and forehead. His expression was 
strongly sarcastic ;, I liked him very much, notwithstand- 
ing. When we left the men, we had the pleasure of the 
children's society, and that of an unhappy kitten, whom a 
little pitilfess urchin of three years old was carrying crum- 
pled under her arm like a pincushion, * * 



# # * * * - * * 

The people here make me mad by abusing Lawrence's 
drawing of me. If ever there was a refined and ihtel- 
lectual work, where the might of genius triumphing over 
every material impediment has enshrined and embodied 
spirit itself, it is that. Talking of Lawrence, (poor Law- 
rence 1) Mrs. said, ** Ah, yes ! your picture by — a 

— Sir-f-something — Lawrence !" Oh fame ! oh fame ! 
Oh vanity and vexation of spirit! does your eternity and 
your infinitude amount to this ! There are lands where 
Shakppeare's name was never heard, where Raphael 
and Handel are unknown ; to be sure, for the matter 
of that, there are regions, (and those, wide ones 
too,) where Jesus Christ is unknown. At nine o'clock 
went to the Richmond Hill Theatre, to see the opening 
of the Italian company. The house itself is a pretty 
little box enough, but as bad as a box to sing in. We 

went to Mr. 's box where he was kind enough to 

give us seats. The first act was over, but we had all the 
benefit of the second. I had much ado not to laugh, 
and when Mr. , that everlasting giggler, came and sat 
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down beside me, I gave myself up for lost However I 
did behave in spite of two blae bottles of women, who by 
way of the sisters, buzzed about the stage, singing enough 
to set one's teeth on edge. Then came a very tall Dan- 
dini; by the bye, that man had a good bass voice, but Mr. 
said it was the finest he had heard since Zucchellu 

temporal O mores ! Zucchelii, that prince of delicious ba. 
ritones ! However, as I said, the man has a good bass voice ; 
there was also a sufficiently good Pompoiino. Montresor 
banged himself about, broke his time, and made some exe- 
crable flourishes in the Prince, whereat the enlightened 
New Yorkians applauded mightily. But the Prima Donna t 
but the Cenerentola ! Cospetto di Venere, what a figure, 
and what a face! Indeed she was the very thing for a 
lower housemaid, and I think the Prince was highly to 
blame for removing her from the station nature had evi. 
dently intended her for. She was old and ugly, and worse 
than ugly, unpardonably common-looking, with a cast in 
her eye, and a foot that, as Mr. — observed, it would 
require a pretty considerable large glass slipper to fit. 
Then she sang — discords and dismay, how she did sing ! 

1 could not forbear stealing a glance at — — ; he applauded 
the sestett vehemently ; but when it came to that most 
touching " nacqui araffanno^^ he wisely interposed his 
handkerchief between the stage and his gracious counte- 
nance. I thought of poor dear — — and her sweet voice, 
and her refined taste, and shuddered to hear this favourite 
of hers, bedevilled by such a Squalini. Now is it possible 
that people can be such fools as to fancy this good in spite of 
their senses ; or such earless asses (that's a bull J suppose,) 
as to sufier themselves to be persuaded that it is. Though 
why do I ask it? Oh yes, " very easily possible." Do not 
half the people in London spend money and time without end, 
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enduring nightly penances— listening to what they can't tin* 
deratand, and couldn't appreciate if they did. I suppose if 
I sbsdl allow a hundred out of the whole King's Theatre 
audience to know anything whatever about music, I am 
wide in my grant of comprehension. There was that 

virtuous youth, Mr. , who evidently ranks as one 

of the cognoscenti here, who exclaimed triumphantly, at the 
end of one of the perpetrations ; ** Well, afier all, there's 
nothing like Rossini." Handel, Haydn, Mosart, Beethoven, 
and Weber, are not^ that is certain.* I wish I could, have 
seen Mr. — during that finale. Coming out, were joined 

* The Russians and Danes are rich in the possession of an original 
and most touching national music; Scotland, Ireland, and Wales, are 
alike £ivoured with the most exquimte native melodies, probably, 
in the world. France, though more barren in the wealth of sweet 
sounds, has a few fine old airs, that redeem her from the charge of 
utter sterility. Austria, Bohemia, and Switzerland, each claim a 
thousand beautifiil and characteristic mountain songs; Italy is the 
very palace of music, Germany its temple ; Spjun resounds with 
wild and martial strains, and the thick groves of Portugal with native 
music, of a softer and sadder kind. All the nations of Europe, I pre- 
sume all those of all the world, possess some Idnd of national miisic» 
and are blessed by heaven with some measure of perception, as to 
the loveliness of harmonious sounds. England alone, England and 
her descendant America, seems to have been denied a sense, to want 
a capacity, to have been stinted of a faculty, to the possession of 
which she vainly aspires. The rich spirit of Italian musip, the 
solemn soul of German melody, the wild free Euterpe of tiie Can- 
tons, have in vain been summoned by turns to teach her how to 
listen ; 'tis aU in vun-H^e does listen painfuUy ; she has learnt by 
dint of time, and much endurance, the technicalities of murical 
science ; she pays regaUy her instractors in the divine pleasure, 
but all in vun ; the spirit of melody is not in her, and in spite of 
hosts of foreign musicians, in spite of the King's Theatre, in spite 
of Pasta, in spite of music-masters paid like ministers of state, in 
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by Mr. — ; brought him home in the carriage with us. 
Gave him ^* Ye mariners of Spain" and some cold tongue 
to take the taste of the Cenerentola out of his mouth. He 
stayed some time. I like him enough ; he is evidently a 
clever man, though he does murder the King's English* 
(By the bye does English^ the tongue, belong, in America, 
to the King or the President— I wonder ? I should rather 
think, from my limited observations, that it was the indi- 
vidual property of every freebom citizen of the United 
States.) Now, what on earth can I say to the worthy 
citizens, if they ask me what I thought of the Italian opera ! 
That it was very amusing — ^yes, that will do nicely ; that 
will be true, and not too direct a condemnation of their 
good taste. 

SundaTt tttkm 

Rose late. Young — - breakfasted with us. How un- 
fortunately plain he is ! His voice is marvellously like his 
father's, and it pleased me to hear him speak therefore. 
He was talking to my father about the various southern 
and western theatres, and bidding us expect to meet strange 
coadjutors in those lost lands beyond the world. On one 
occasion, he said, when he was acting Richard the Third, 
some of the underlings kept their hats on while he was on 

the stage, whereat remonstrated, requesting them in 

a whisper to uncover, as they were in the presence of a 
king; to which admonition he received the following 
characteristic reply : ** Fiddlestick ! I guess we know no- 
spite of singing and playing young ladies, and criticising young 
gentlemen, England to the last day of her life will be a dunce in 
music, for she hath it not in her; neither, if I am not much mis. 
taken, hath her daughter. 

11* 
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thing about kings in this country." Colonel -^^- caHed 
too; but D and I went off to church, and left my 

father to entertain them. Met Mr. -^— and Mr. i 

who w'ere coming to fetch us ; went to Mr. *s pew. 

The music was very delightful ; but decidedly I do not 
like music in church. The less my senses are appealed 
to in the house of prayer, the better for me and my devo- 
tions. Although I have experienced excitement of a stem 
and martial, and sometimes of a solemn nature, from 
music; yet these melt away, and its abiding influence with 
me, is of a much softer kind : therefore in church, I had 
rather dispense with it, particularly when they sing psalms, 
as they did to-day, to the tune of " Oome dwell with me, 
and be my love." I did not like the sermon much ; there 
was effect in it, painting, which I dislike. Staid the sacra- 
ment, the, first I have taken in this strange land. Mr. — 

walked home with us : when he was gone, Mr. and 

Mr. called. 1?V^hen they had all taken their departure, 

settled accounts, wrote journal, wrote to my mother, came 
and put away sundry things, and dressed for dinner. My 

father dined with Mr. ; D and I dined tete-a-t6te. 

Colonel — — came twice through the pouring rain, to look 
after our baggage for to-morrow ; such charity is unex- 
ampled. 

Mondayt 8tli# 

Rose, (Oh horror !) at a quarter to five. Night was still 
brooding over the earth. Long before I was dressed, the 

first voice I heard was that of Colonel , come to look 

afier our luggage, and see us off. To lend my friend a 
thousand pounds, (if I had it,) I could ; to lend him my 
horse, perhaps I might ; but to get up in the middle of the 
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nighty and come daadliDg 4n the grey, cold hour of the 
morning upon damp qua3n9, and among dusty packages^ 
except for my own flesh and blood, I could not. Yet this 
worthy man did it for ns, whence I proponnce that he must 
be half a Quaker himself, for no common Episcopal benevo- 
lence could stretch this pitch. Dressed, and gathered 
together my things, and at six o'clock, just as the night 
was folding its soft black wings, and rising slowly from 
the earth, we took our departi^re from that mansion of little 
ease, the American, and our fellow-lodgers the ants, and 
proceeded to the Philadelphia steamboat, which started 
from the bottom of Barclay street. We were recom- 
mended to this American hotel, as the best and most com- 
fortable in New York, and truly the charges were as high 
as one could have paid at tho Clarendon, in the latnd of 
comfort and taxation. The wine was exorbitantly dear ; 
champagne and claret about eleven shillings sterling a 
bottle, sherry, port and madeira, from nine to thirteen. 
The rooms were a mixture of French finery and Irish dis- 
or^r and dirt ; the living was by no means good, the 
whole house being conducted on a close, scraping system 
of inferior accommodations, and extravagant charges. 
On a sudden influx of visitors, sitting-rooms were con- 
verted into bed-rooms containing four and five beds. The 
number of servants was totally inadequate to the work, 
and the articles of common use, such as knives and 
spoons, were so scantily provided, that when the public 
table was very full one day, the knives and forks for our 
dinner were obliged to be washed from theirs, and the 
luxury of a carving knife was not to be procured at all 
on that occasion ; it is true, that they had sonfetimes as 
many as two hundred and fifty guests at the ordinary. 
The servants, who as I said before^ were just a quarter as 



128 JOURNAL. 

many as the house required, had no bed-rooms allotted 
to them, but slept about any where, in the public rooms^. 
or on sofas, in drawing-rooms let to private families. In 
short, nothing can exceed the want of order, propriety, 
and comfort, in this establishment, except the enormity of 
the tribute it levies upon pilgrims and wayfarers through 
the land.* And so, as I said, we departed therefrom 
nothing loath. 

The morning was dull, dreary, and damp, which I 
regretted very much. The steamboat was very large and 
commodious, as all these conveyances are. I inquired of 
one of the passengers what the power of the engine was ; 
he replied that he did not exactly know, but that he 
thought it was about forty horse power, and that, when 
going at speed, the engine struck thirty times in a minute ; 
this appeared to me a great number in so short a time, but 
the weather shortly became wet and drizzly, and I did not 
remain on deck to observe. My early rising had made 
me very sleepy, so I came down to the third deck, to 
sleep. These steamboats have three stories; the upper 
one is, as it were, a roofing or terrace on the leads of the 
second, a very desirable station when the weather is 
neither too foul, nor too fair ; a burning sun being, I should 
think, as little desirable there, as a sliower of rain. The 
second floor or deck, has the advantage of the ceiling 
above, and yet, the sides being completely open, it is airy, 
and allows free sight of the shores on either hand. Chairs, 
stools, and benches, are the furniture of these two decks. 

* It is but justice to state, that this house has passed into other 
bands, and is much improved in every respect. Strangers, par- 
ticularly Englishmen, will find a great convenience in the five 
o'clock ordinary, now established there ) which is, I am told, ex- 
cellently conducted and appointed. 
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The one below, or third floor, downwards, in fact, the 
ground jftoor, being the one near the water, is % spacious 
foom completely roofed and walled in, where the passen- 
gers take their meals, and resort if the weather is unfavour* 
able. At the end of this room, is a smaller cabin for the 
use of the ladies, with beds and a sofa, and all the conve- 
niences necessary, if they should like to be sick ; whither 
I came and slept till breakfast time. Yigne's account of 
the pushing, thrusting, rushing, and devouring on board 
a western steamboat at meal times, had prepared me for 
rather an awful spectacle ; but this, I find, is by no means 
the case in these more civilized parts, and everything 
was conducted with perfect order, propriety, and civility. 
The breakfast was good, and served, and eaten, with 
decency enough. Came up on the upper deck, and 
walked about with my father. The width of the river 
struck me as remarkable, but the shores were fiat, and for 
the most part uninteresting, except for the rich and 
various tints, which the thickets of wood presentetl, and 
which are as superior in brilliancy and intenseness to our 
autumnal colouring, as their gorgeous skies are to ours. 
Opposite the town of Amboy, the Raritan opens into a 
magnificent lake-like expanse round the extreme point of 
Staten Island.* As the shores on either side, however, 
were not very interesting, I finished reading Combe's 
book^ There is much sound philosophy in it, but I do 
not think it altogether establishes the main point that he 

* The whole of tliis passage is in fact a succesnon of small bays^ 
forming a continuation to the grand bay of New York, and divi^ng 
Staten Island from the mainland of New Jersey ; the Raritan river 
does not properly begin till Amboy, where it empties itself into a 
bay of its own name. 
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wishes to make good — ^the truth of phrenology, and the 
necessity of its being adopted as the only science of the 
human mind. His general assertions admit of strong 
individual exceptions, which, I think, go far towards invali- 
dating the generality. However, 'tis not a fiill develope- 
ment of his own system, but, as it were, only an introduc- 
tion to it ; and his own admissions of the obscurity and un- 
certainty in which that system is still involved, necessarily 
enforces a suspension of judgment until its practical results 
have become more manifest, and in some measure borne 
witness to the truth of his theory. At about half past ten, 
we reached the place where we leave the river, to proceed 
across a part of the State of New Jersey, to the Delaware. 
The landing was beyond measure wretched; the shore 
shelved down to the waters' edge ; and its marshy, clayey, 
sticky soil, rendered doubly soft and squashy by the damp 
weather, was strewn over with broken potsherds, stones, 
and bricks, by way of path-way ; these, however, pre- 
sently failed, and some slippery planks half immersed in 
mud, were the only roads to the coaches that stood ready 
to receive the passengers of the steamboat. Oh, these 
coaches ! English eye hath not seen, English ear hath 
not heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of English- 
roan to conceive the surpassing clumsiness and wretched- 
ness of these leathern inconveniences. They are shaped 
something like boats, the sides being merely leathern 
pieces, removeable at pleasure, but which, in bad weather, 
are buttoned down to protect the inmates from the wet. 
There are three seats in this machine ; the middle one, 
having a moveable lea^em strap, by way of adossier, runs 
between the carriage doors, and lifts away, to permit the 
egress and ingress of the occupants of the other seats. 
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Into the one facing the horses, D and I put ourselves ; 

presently two young ladies occupied the opposite one, a third 
lady, and a gentleman of the same party sat in the middle 
seat, into which my father's huge bulk was also squeezed, 
finally another man belonging to the same party ensconced 
himself between the t^o young ladies. Thus the two 
seats were filled, each with three persons, and there should 
by rights have been a third on ours ; for this nefarious 
black hole on wheels, is intended to carry nine. How- 
ever, we profited little by the space, for, letting alone that 
there is not really and truly room for more than two human 
beings of common growth and proporliond on each of 
these seats, the third place was amply filled up wilh baskets 
and packages of ours, and huge undoubleableup coats and 
cloaks of my father's. For the first few minutes, I thought 
I must have fainted from the intolerable sensation of 
smothering which I experienced. However, the leathers 
having been removed, and a Utile more air obtained, I took 
heart of grace, and resigned myself to my fate. Away 
wallopped the four horses, trotting with their front, and 
galloping with their hind legs : and away went we after 
them bumping, thumping, jumping, jolting, shaking, toss- 
ing and tumbling, over the wickedest road, I do think, the 
cruellest, hard-heartedest road, that ever wheel rumbled 
upon. Through bog and marsh, and ruts, wider and deeper 
than any christian ruts I ever saw, with the roots of trees 
protruding across our path, their boughs every now and 
then giving us an affectionate scratch through the windows ; 
and, more than once, a half-demolished trunk or stump 
lying in the middle of the road lifting us up, and letting 
us down again, with most awful variations of our poor 
coach body from its natural position. Bones of me ! 
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what a road !* Even my father's solid proportions could 
not keep their level, but were jerked up to the roof and 
down again every three minutes. Our companions 
seemed nothing dismayed by these wondrous performances 
of a coach and four, but laughed and talked incessantly, 
the young ladies, at the very top of their voices, and with 
the national nasal twang.t The conversation was much 
of the genteel shopkeeper kind ; the wit of the ladies, and 
the gallantry of the gentlemen savouring strongly of tapes 
and yard measures, and the shrieks of laughter of the 
whole set, enough to drive one into a frenzy. The ladies 
were all pretty ; two of them particularly so, with deli- 
cate, fair complexions, and beautiful grey eyes ; how .1 
wish they could have held their tongues for two minutes. 
We had not long been in the coach, before one of them 
complained of being dreadfully sick. J This, in such a 

• I had always heard that the face of nature was gigantic in 
America ; and truly we found the wrinkles such for so young a 
country. The ruts were absolute abysses. 

f The southern, western, and eastern states of North America, 
have each their strong peculiarities of enunciation, which render 
thefn easy of recognition. The Virginian, and New England ac- 
cents appear to me the most striking; Pennsylvania and New York 
have much less brogue ; but through all their various tones and 
pronunciations, a very strong nasal inflection preserves their uni- 
versal brotherhood. They all speak through their noses, and at 
the top of their voices. Of dialects, properly so called, there are 
none ; though a few expressions, peculiar to particular states, 
wMch generally serve to identify their citizens; but these are not 
numerous, and a jargon approaching in obscurity that of many 
of our counties, is not to be met with. The language used in 
society generally, is unrefined, inelegant, and often ungrammati- 
cally vulgar; but it is more vulgar than uninteUigible, by far. 

^ This appears to me to be a most frequent ailment among the 
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space, and with seven near neighbours ! Fortunately she 
was near the window, and during our whole fourteen miles 
of purgatory, she alternately leaned irom it overcome with 
sickness, then reclined languishingly in the arms of her 
next neighbour, and then starting up with amazing viva- 
city, joined her voice to the treble duett of her two pretty 
companions, with a superiority of shrillness, that might 
have been the pride and envy of Billingsgate. 'Twas 
enough to bother a rookery ! The country through which 
we passed was woodland; flat, and without variety, save 
what it derived from the wondrous richness and brilliancy of 
the autumnal foliage. Here indeed decay is beautiful ; and 
nature appears more gorgeously clad in this her fading 
mantle, than in all the summer's flush of bloom in our 
less favoured climates.* I noted several beautiful wild 
flowers growing among the underwood, some of which I 
have seen adorning with great dignity our most cultivated 
gardens.! None of the trees had any size, or appearance 

AmericaA ladies ; they must have particulaply bilious constitutions. 
I never remember traveling in a steam-boat, on the smoothest 
water, without seeing sundry " afflicted lair ones" who complained 
bitterly of seorsicknesa in the river. 

• In spite of its beauty, or rather on that very account, an 
American autumn is to me particularly sad. It presents an union 
of beauty and decay, that for ever reminds me of that loveliest 
disguise death puts on, when the cheek is covered with roses, and 
the eyes are like stars, and the life is perishing away ; even so 
appear the gorgeous colours of the withering American woods. 
'Tis a whole forest dying of consumption. 

f The magnolia and azalia are two of these ; and, earlier in the 
summer, the whole country looks like fairy-land, with the profuse 
and lovely blossoms of the wild laurel, an evergreen shrub un- 
equalled for its beauty, and which absolutely overruns eyery 
patch of uncultivated ground. I wonder none of our parks have 

12 
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of age ; they are the second growth whioh hare sprong 
from the soil once possessed by a mightier race of vege- 
tables. The quantity of mere underwood, and the number 
of huge black stumps, rising in every direction a foot or 
two from the soil, bear witness to the existence of fine 
forest timber. The few cottages and farm-houses which 
we passed, reminded me of similar dweiliDgs in France 
and Ireland; yet the peasantry here have not the same 
excuse for disorder and dilapidation, as either the Irish 
or French. The farms had the same desolate, untidy, un- 
tended look; the gates broken, the fences carelessly put 
up, or ill repaired ; the farming utensils sluttishly scattered 
about a littered yard, where the pigs seemed to preside 
by undisputed right ; house-windows broken, and stuffed 
with paper or clothes; dishevelled women, and bare- 
footed, anomalous looking human young things. None of 
the stirring life and activity which such places present in 
England and Scotland ; above all, none of the enchanting 
mixture of neatness, order, and rustic elegance and com- 
fort, which render so picturesque the surroundings of a 
fom, and the various belongings of agricultural labour In 
my own dear country.* The fences struck me as pecu- 

yet been adorned with it ; it is a hardy plant, and I should think 
would thrive admirably in England. 

* In the opening chapter of that popular work, Eugene Aram* 
are the following words: "It has been observed, and there 
is a world of homely, ay, and of legislative knowledge in the 
observation, that wherever you see a flower in a cottage g^- 
den, or a bird-cage at the window, you may feel sure that tlie 
cottagers are better and wiser than their neighbours." The truth 
of thb observation is indisputable. But for such '* humble tokens 
of attention to something beyond the sterillalHnir of hfe," you look 
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liar ; I never saw any such in England. They are made of 
rails of wood placed horizontally, and meeting at obtuse 
angles, so forming a zig-zag trail of wood, which runs 
over the country like the herring-bone seams of a flannel 
petticoat. At each of the angles, two slanting stakes, con- 
siderably higher than the rest of the fence, were driven into 
the ground, crossing each other at the top, so as to secure 
the horizontal rails in their position.* There was every 

in vidn during a progress through this country. In New England 
alone, neatness and a certain endeavour at rustic elegance and adorn- 
ment, in the cottages and country residences, recall those of their 
fatherland. And the pleasure of the traveller is immeasurably 
heightened by this circumstance. If the wild beauties of unculti- 
vated nature lea4 our contemplations to our great Maker, these 
lowly witnesses of the industry and natural refinement of the labo- 
rious cultivator of the soil;, warm our heart with sympathy for our 
kind, and the cheering conviction, that however improved by 
cultivation, the sense of beauty, and the love of what is lovely, 
have been alike bestowed upon aU our race ; 'tis a wholesome 
conviction, which the artificial divisions of society too often cause 
us to lose sight of. The labourer, who after " sweating in the 
eye 'of Phoebus" all the day, at evening trains the fragrant jasmine 
round his lowly door, is the very same man, who, in other circum- 
stances, would have been the refined and liberal patron of those 
arts which reflect the beauty of nature. 

* In all my progress I looked in vain for the refreslung sight 
of a hedge — no such thing was to be seen ; and their extreme 
rarity throughout the country renders the more cultivated parts 
of it, arid-looking, and comparatively dreary. These crooked 
fences in the south, and stone walls to the north, form the divisions 
of the fields, instead of those delicious ** hedge-rows green," 
where the old elms delight to grow, where the early violets and 
primroses first peep sheltered forth, where the hawthorn blossoms 
sweeten the summer, the honeysuckle hangs its yellow garlands 
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now and then a soft vivid strip of turf along the road-side 
that made me long for a horse. Indeed the whole road 
would have been a delightful ride, and was a most bitter 
drive. At the end of fourteen miles we turned into a 
swampy field, the whole fourteen coachfuls of us, and by 
the help of heaven, bag and baggage were packed into the 
coaches which stood on the rail-way ready to receive us. 
The carriages were not drawn by steam, like those on the 
Liverpool rail- way, but by horses, with the mere advan- 
tage in speed afforded by *the iron ledges, which, to be 
sure, compared with our previous progress through the 
ruts, was considerable. Our coachful got into the first 
carriage of the train, escaping, by way of especial grace, 
the dust which one*s predecessors occasion. This vehicle 
had but two seats, in the usual fashion ; each of which 



in the autumn, and the red *< hips and haws" shine like bushes of 
earthly coral in the winter. 

But the Americans are in too great a hurry to plant hedges ; 
they have abundance of native materia], but a wooden fence is 
put up in a few weeks, a hedge takes as many years to grow ; 
and, as I said before, an American has not time to be a year 
about anything. When first the country was settled, the wood 
was an incumbrance, and it was cut down accordingly ^ that 
is by no means the case now, and the oply recommendation 
of these fences is, therefore, the comparative rapidity with which 
they can be constructed. One of the most amiable and distin- 
guished men of this country once remarked to me, that the 
Americans were in too g^eat a hurry about everything they un- 
dertook, to bring anything to perfection. And certainly, as far 
as my observation goes, I should calculate that an American is 
bom, lives, and dies, twice as fast as any other human creature. 
I believe one of the great inducements to this national hurry is, 
that "time is money," which is true; but it is also true, some* 
times, that **most haste makes worst speed." 
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held four of us. The whole inside was lined with blazing 
scarlet leather, and the windows shaded with stuff curtains 
of the same refreshing colour; which with full complement 
of passengers, on a fine, sunny, American summer*s day, 
must make as pretty ^ little miniature hell a^ may be, I 
should think. The baggage- wagon, which went before us, 
a little obstructed the view. The road was neither pretly, 
nor picturesque ; but still fringed on each side with the 
many-coloured woods, whose rich tints made variety 
even in sameness. This rail-road is an infinite blessing ; 
His not yet finished, but shiortly will be so, and then the 
whole of. that horrible fourteen miles will be performed in 
comfort and decency, in less than half the time. In about 
an hour and a half, we reached the end of our rail-ioad 
part of the journey, and found another steamboat waiting 
for U8, when we all embarked on the Delaware. Again 
the enormous width of the river struck me with astonish*- 
ment and admiration. Such huge bodies of water mark 
out the country through which they run, as the future 
abode of the most extensive commerce, and greatest mari- 
time power in the universe. The banks presented much the 
same features as those of the Raritan ; though they were 
not quite so fiat, and more diversified with scattered dwell- 
ings, villages and towns. We passed Bristol and Burling- 
ton^ stopping at each of them, to take up passengers.* I 
sat working, having finished my book, not a little discom- 
fited by the pertinaceous staring of some of my fellow- 
travellers. One woman, in particular, after wandering 
round me in every direction, at last came and sat down 



* These are two very pretty villages of Quaker ori^n ; situated 
in the midst of a fertile and lovely country, and much resorted to 
during the summer season by the Philadelphians. 
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opposite me, and literally gazed me out of countenance. 
One improvement they have adopted on board these boats, 
is to forbid smoking, except in the fore part of the vessel. 
I wish they would suggest, that if the gentlemen would 
refrain from spitting about too, it would be highly agreeable 
to the female part of the community. The universal practice 
here of this disgusting trick, makes me absolutely sick; 
every place is made a perfect piggery of— street, stairs, 
steamboat, everywhere — and behind the scenes, and on the 
stage at rehearsal, I have been shocked and annoyed beyond 
* expression, by this horrible custom. To-day, on board the 
boat, it was a perfect shower of saliva all the time ; and I 
longed to be released from my fellowship with these very 
obnoxious chewers of tobacco.* At about four o'clock, we 
reached Philadelphia, having performed the journey be- 
tween that and New York (a distance of a hundred miles,) 
in less than ten hours, in spite of bogs, ruts, and all other 
impediments. The manager came to look after us and 
our goods, and we were presently stowed into a coach 
which conveyed us to the Mansion House, the best reputed 
inn in Philadelphia. On asking for our bed-rooms, they 

showed D and myself into a double-bedded room ; on 

my remonstrating against this, the chamber-maid replied 

* It has happened to me after a few hour's travelling in a 
steamboat to find the white dress put on firesh in the morning, 
covered with yellow tobacco stains ; nor is this very offensive 
habit confined to the loVrer orders alone. I have seen gentlemen 
spit upon the carpet of the room where they were sitting, in the 
company of women, without the slightest remorse ; and I re- 
member once seeifig a gentleman, who was travelling with us, 
very deliberately void his tobacco juice into the bottom of the 
coach, instead of through the windows, to my inexpressible dis- 
gust. 
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that they were not accistomed to allow lodgers so much 
room as a room a piece. However, upon my insisting, 
they gave me a little nest, just big enough to turn about 
in, but where, at^ least, I can be by myself. Dressed, and 
dined at five ; after dinner, wrote journal till tea time, and 
then came to bed. 



Tuesday^y 9tli* 

Rose at half past eight. Went and took a bath ; on my 
way thither, drove through two melancholy looking squares, 
which reminded me a little of poor old Queen square in 
Bristol. The ladies' baths were closed, but as I was not 
particular, they gave me one in the part of the house 
usually allotted to the men's use. I was much surprised 
to find two baths in one room, but it seems to me that the 
people of this country have an aveiVlon to solitude, whether 
eating, sleeping, or under any other circumstances. 



I made acquaintance with a bewitching Newfoundland 
puppy whom I greatly coveted, came home, dressed, and 
breakfasted. After breakfast righted my things, and wrote 
journal. Took a walk with my father through some of 
the principal streets. The town is perfect silence and 
solitude, compared with New York ; there is a greater air 
of age about it too, which pleases me. The red houses 
are not so fiercely red, nor the white facings so glaringly 
white ; . in short, it has not so new and flaunting a look, 
which is a great recommendation to me. The city is regu- 
larly built, the streets intersecting each other at right angles. 
We passed one or two pretty buildings in pure white mar- 
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ble, and the bank in Chestnut Street, which is a beautiful 
little copy of the Partlienon. The pure, cold, clear^look'ing 
marble, suits well with the severe and unadorned style of 
architecture ; and is in harmony, too, with the extreme 
brilliancy of the sky, and clearness of the atmosphere of 
this country.* We passed another larger building, ako a 
a bank, in the Corinthian style, which did not please me 
so much. The shops here are much better looking than 
th«8e at New York ; the windows are larger, and more 
advantageously constructed for the display of goods ; and 
there did not appear to be the same anomalous mixture of 
vendibles, as in the New York shops. The streets were 
very full of men hurrying to the town house, to give their 
votes. It is election time, and much excitement subsists 
with regard to the choice of the future President.! The 

* I wish that somebody would be so obliging as to impress 
people in general with the extreme excellence of a perception 
of the JUneaa (tf things* Besides the intrinsic beauty of works of 
art, they have a beauty deriving from their appropriateness to the 
situationsin which they are placed, and their harmony with the ob- 
jects which surround them ; this minor species of beauty, is yet a 
very great one. If it were more studied, and better understood, 
public buildings would no longer appear as if they had fallen out of 
the clouds by chance ; parks and plantations would no more have 
the appearance of nurseries, where the trees were classed bykmd, 
instead of being massed according to their various forms and 
colours ; and gothic and classic edifices would not so often seem 
as if they had forsaken their appropriate situations, to rear tiiem- 
selves in climates, and among scenery with which they in no way 
harmonize. 

f Politics of all sorts, I confess, are far beyond my limited pow- 
ers of comprehension. Those of this country, as far as I have been 
able to observe, resolve themselves into two great motives. The 
aristocratic desoe of elevation and separation, and the democratic 
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democrats or radicals, are for the re-election of General 
Jadkson, but the aristocratic party, which here at all events 
is the strongest, are in favour of Henry Clay. Here is the 
usual quantity of shouting and breaking windows that we 
are accustomed to on these occasions. I saw a caricature 
of Jackson and Van Buren, his <;hief supporter, which was 
entitled ** the king and his minister." Van Buren held a 
crown in his hand, and the devil was approaching Jackson 



desire of demolishing and levelling. Whatever may be the imme- 
diate cause of excitement or discussion, these are the two master- 
springs to which they are referable. Every man in America is a 
politician, and political events, of importance only because they 
betray the spirit which would be called into play by more stirring 
occasions, are occurring incessantly, and keeping alive the interest 
which high and low alike, take in the evolutions of their political 
machine. ^Elections of state officers, elections of civil authorities, 
all manner of elections, (for America is one perpetual contest 
for votes,) are going on all tlie year round ; and, whereas the poll- ' 
tics of men of private stations in other countries are kept quietly 
by them, and exhibited only on occasions of general excitement ; 
those of an American are a^ inseparable from him as Ms clothes, 
and mix up with his daily dischai'ge of his commonest d^dly avo- 
cations. I was extremely amused at seeing over a hat shop 
in New York one day :," Anti-Bank Hat Store," written in most 
attractive characters, as an inducement for all good democrats to 
go in and purchase their beavers of so republican a hatter. The 
universal suffrage system is of course the cause of this general po- 
litical mania; and during an election of mayor or aldermen, the 
gt)od shopkeepers of New York are in as fierce a state of excite- 
ment, as if the choice of a perpetual dictator were the question in 
point. Politics is the main subject of conversation among Ameri- 
can men in society; but as 1 said before, the immediate object of 
discussion being most fi'equently some petty local interest or other, 
strangers cannot d^ive much pleasure from, or feel much sympa- 
thy in the debate. 
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with a sceptre. Came in at half past fonr, dressed for 
dinner : they gave us an excellent one. The master of 
this house was, it seems, once a man of independent fortune 
and a great bon vivant. He has retained from thence a 
fellow-feeling for his guests, and does by them as he would 
be done by. After dinn^ worked till tea-time ; after tea 
wrote journal, and now I'll go to bed. We are attended 
here by a fat old lively negro, by name Henry ; who 
canters about in our behalf with great alacrity, and seems 
wrapt in much wonderment at many of our proceedings. 
By the bye, the black who protected our baggage from the 
steam-boat was ycleped Oliver Cromwell. I have begun 
Grahame's history of America, and like it " mainly," as 
the old plays say. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast trimmed a cap, and wrote 

to dear • The streets were in an uproar all night, 

people shouting and bonfires blazing ; in short, electioneer- 
ing fun ; which seems to be pretty much the same, all the 
world over. Clay has it hollow here they say ; I wonder 

what Colonel will say to that. At twelve o'clock 

sallied forth with D to rehearsal. The theatre is very 

pretty; not large, but well sized, and I should think, 
favourably constructed for the voice. * * 

Unless Aldabella is irresistibly lovely, as well as wicked, 
there is no accounting for the conduct of Fazio. My own 
idea of her, as well as Milman's description, is everything 
that can be conceived of splendid in beauty, sparkling in 
wit, graceful in deportment, gorgeous in apparel, and deep 
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and dangerous in crafty wiliness, — ^in short, the old serpent 

in the shape of Mrs, . I wish Mrs. would act 

that part; I could act it well enough, hut she would both 
act and look it, to the very life. After rehearsal walked 
about the town in quest of some coques de perle for my 
Bianca dress ; could not procure any. I like this town 
extremely ; there is a look of comfort and cleanliness, and 
withal of age about it, which pleases me. It is quieter, too, 
than New York, and though not so gay, for that very 
reason is more to my fancy ; the shops, too, have a far 
better appearance. New York always gave me the idea 
of an irregular collection of temporary buildings, erected 
for some casual purpose, full of life, animation, and variety, 
but not meant to endure for any length of time ; a fair, in 
short. This place has a much more substantial, sober, 
and city-like appearance. Came home at half past two. 

In the hall met Mr. , who is grown ten years younger 

since I saw him last; it always delights me to see one 
of my fellow-passengers, and I am much disappointed in 

not finding here. Dined at three, after dinner read 

my father some of my journal, went on with letter to 

, and then went and dressed myself. Took coffee, 

and adjourned to the theatre. The house was very full, 
but not so full as the Park on the first night of his acting 
in New York, which accounts for the greater stillness of 
the audience. I watched my father narrowly through his 
part to-night with great attention and some consequent fa* 
tigue, and the conclusion I have come to is this : that 
though his workmanship may be, and is, far finer in the 
handf than that of any other artist I ever saw, yet its very 
minute accuracy and refinement renders it unfit for the frame 
in which it is exhibited. Whoever should paint a scene 
calculated for so large a space as a theatre, and destined to 
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be viewed at the distance from which an audience beholds 
itf with the laborioas finish and fine detail of a miniatare, 
wt)uld commit a great error in judgment Nor would he 
have the least right to complain, although the public should 
prefer the coarser, yet far more effective work of a painter, 
who, neglecting all refinement and niceness of execution, 
should merely paint with such full colouring, and breadth 
and boldness of touch, as to produce in the wide space he 
is called upon to fill, and upon the remote senses be 
appeals to, the effect of that which he intends to represent. 
Indeed he is the better artist of the two, though probably 
not the most intellectual man. For it is the part of such 
an one to know exactly what will best convey to the mass 
of mind and feeling to which he addresses himself, the 
emotions and passions which he wishes them to experi- 
ence.* Now the great beauty of all my father's perform- 

* I have often thought that the constant demands for small 
theatres, which I have heard made by persons of the higher 
classes of society in England, was a great proof of the decline of 
the more imaginative faculties among them ; and the proportion- 
ate increase of that fastidious and critical spirit, which is so far re- 
moved from ever3rthing which constitutes the essence of poetry. 
The idea of illusion in a dramatic exhibition is confined to the 
Christmas spectators of old tragedies and new pantomimes^ the 
more refined portions of our EngUsh audiences yawn through 
*Shakspeare's historical plays, and quiz through those which are 
histories of human nature and its awful passions. They have for- 
gotten what human nature' really is, and cannot even imagine it 
They require absolute reality on the stag^, because their incapa- 
ble spirits scoff at poetical truth, and that absolute reality, in our 
days, consists in such representations as the Rent Day ; or (cross- 
ing the water, for we dearly love what is foreign; the homely 
improbabilities of Victorine, Henriette, and a pack of equally 
wortliless subjects of exhibition. Indeed, theatres have had an 
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ances, but particularly of Hamlet, is a wonderful accuracy 
in the detail of the character which he represents ; an ac- 
curacy which modulates the emphasis of every word, the 
nature of every gesture, the expression of every look; and 
which renders the whole a m^st laborious and minute study, 
toilsome in the conception and acquirement ; and roost toil- 
some in the execution. But the result, though the natural 
one, is not 6uch as he expects, as the reward of so much la- 
bour. Few persons are able to follow such a performance 
with the necessary attention, and it is almost as great an ex- 
ertion to see it under standingly , as to act it. The amazing 
study of it requires a study in those who are to appreciate 
it, and, as I take it, this is far from being what the majo- 
rity of spectators are either capable or desirous of doing ; 
the actor loses his pains, and they have but little pleasure. 
Those who perform, and those who behold a play, have 
but a certain proportion of power of exciting, and capa- 
bility of being excited. If, therefore, the actor expends 
his power of exciting, and his audience's power of being 
excited upon the detail of the piece, and continues through 
five whole acts to draw from both ; the main and striking 
points, those of strongest appeal, those calculated most to 

end ; for the refined, the highly educated, the first classes of so- 
ciety, they have had an end ; it will be long, however, before the 
mass b sufficiently refined to lose all power of imagination $ and 
while our aristocracy patronize French melodramas, and seek 
their excitement in the most trashy sentimentalities of the modem 
icole romantique^ I have some hopes that our plebeian pits and 
galleries may still retain their s}anpathy for the loves of Juliet, 
and the sorrows of Ophelia. I would rather a thousand times 
act either of those parts to a set of Manchester mechancis, than to 
the most select of our aiistocnlcy, for they are ** nothing, if not 
critical.'' 

13 
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rouse at once» and gratify the emotions of the spectator; 
have not the same intensity or vigour, that they would have 
had, if the powers of both actor and audience had been 
reserved to give them their fullest effect, A picture requires 
light and shadow, and the very relief that throws some of 
the figures in a fine painting into apparent obscurity, in 
reality enhances the effect produced by those over which 
the artist has shed a stronger light Every note in the 
most expressive song does not require a peculiar expres- 
sion ; and an air sung with individual emphasis on each 
note, would be utterly unproductive of the desired effect 
All things cannot have all their component parts equal, and 
*' nothing pleaseth but rare accidents." This being so, I 
think that acting the best, which skilfully husbands the 
actor'sand spectator's powers, and puts forth the whole of the 
one, to call forth the whole of the other occasionally only ; 
leaving the intermediate parts sufficiently level, to allow him 
and them to recover the capability of again producing, and 
again receiving such impressions. It is constant that our 
finest nerves deaden and dull from over-excitement, and re- 
quire repose, before they regain their acute power of sensa- 
tion. At the same time, I am far from advocating that most 
imperfect conception and embodying of a part which Kean 
allows himself: literally acting detached passages alone, 
and leaving aU the others, and the entire character, indeed, 
utterly destitute of unity, or the semblance of any consist- 
ency whatever. But Kean and my father are immediately 
each other's antipodes, and in adopting their different styles 
of acting, it is evident that each has been guided as much 
by his own physical and intellectual individuality, as by 
any fixed principle of art. The one, Kean, possesses par- 
ticular physical qualifications ; an eye like an orb of light, 
a voice, exquisitely touching and^ melodious in its tender- 
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nees, and in the hanh dissoDance of vehement passion, 
terribly true ; to these he adds the intellectual ones of 
vigour, intensity, amazing power of concentrating effect ; 
these give him an entii^ mastery over his audience in all 
striking, sudden, impassioned passages ; in fulfilling which 
he has contented himself, leaving unheeded what he probably 
could not compass ; the unity of conception, the refinement 
of detail, and evenness of execution.* My father possesses 
certain physical defects, a faintness of colouring in the face 
and eye, a weakness of voice ; and the corresponding in- 
tellectual deficiencies, a want of intensity, vigour, and con« 
centrating power; these circumstances have led him 
(probably unconsciously) to give his attention and study to 
die finer and more fleeting shades of character, the more 
graceful and delicate manifestations of feeling, the exquisite 
variety of all minor parts, the classic keeping of a highly 
wrought vrhole ; to all these, polished and refined tastes, 

• Kean is gone — and \nth him are gone Othello, Sbylock, and 
Richard. I have lived among those whose theatrical creed would 
not permit them to acknowledge him as a great actor ; but they 
must be bigoted, indeed, who would deny that he was a great 
genius, a man of most'original and striking powers, careless of art, 
perhaps because he did not need it ; but possessing those rare 
gifts of nature, without which art alone is as a dead body. Who 
that ever heard, will ever forget the beauty, the unutterable ten- 
derness of his reply to Desdemona's entreaties for Cassio. <*Let 
him come when he will, I can deny thee nothing ;" the deep de- 
spondency of his ** Oh now fiurewell ;" the miserable anguish of his 
•« Oh, Desdemona, away, away." Who that ever saw, ^U ever 
forget the fascination of his dying eyes in ]^chard; when deprived 
of his sword, the wondrous power of his look seemed yet to avert 
the uplifted arm of Itichmond. If he was irregular and unartist- 
like in his performances, so b Niagara, compared with the water- 
works of Versailles. 
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an acute sense of the beauty of hannonious proportions, 
and a native grace, gentleness, and refinement of mind and 
manner, have been his prompters ; but they canno( inspire 
those startling and tremendous bursts of passion, which 
belong to the highest walks of tragedy, and to which he 
never gave their fullest expression. I fancy my aunt 
Siddons united the excellencies of both these styles. But 
to return to my father's Hamlet; every time I see it, 
something strikes me afresh in the detail. Nothing in my 
mind can exceed the exquisite beauty of his last " Go on — 
I follow thee," to the ghost. The full gush of deep and 
tender faith, in spite of the awful mystery, to whose un- 
foldinghe is committing his life, is beautiful beyond measure. 
It is distinct, and wholly different from the noble, rational, 
philosophic conviction, " And for my soul, what can it do 
to that ?" It is full of the unutterable fondness of a believ- 
ing heart, and brought to my mind, last night, those holy 
and lovely words of scripture, " Perfect love casteth out 
fear;" it enchanted me.* There is one thing in which I 
do not believe my father ever has been, or ever will be 



* I have acted Ophelia three times with my father, and each 
time, in that beautiful scene where his madness and his love gush 
forth together like a torrent swollen with storms, that bears a 
thousand blossoms on its troubled waters; I have experienced 
such deep emotion as hardly to be able to speak. The exquisite 
tenderness of his voice, the wild compassion and forlorn pity of his 
looks, bestowing that on others, which, above all others, he most 
needed, the melancholy restlessness, the bitter self-scorning; every 
shadow of expression and intonation, was so full of all the mingled 
anguish that the human heart is capable of enduring ; that my eyes 
scarce fixed on his ere they filled with tears ; and long before the 
scene was over, the letters and jewel cases I was tendering to hrai, 
were wet with them. The hardness of professed actors and actresses 
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excelled ; his high and noble bearing, his gallant, graceful, 
courteous deportment; his perfect good-breeding on the 
stage ; unmarked alike by any peculiarity of time, place, 
or self; (except peculiar grace and beauty.) He appears 
to me the beau ideal of the courtly, thorough-bred, chival- 
rous gentleman from the days of the admirable Grichton 
down to those of George the Fourth. Coming home after 
the play, the marble buildings in the full moonlight re- 
minded me of the Ghost in Hamlet ; they looked like pale 
majestic spirits ; cold, calm, and colourless. 

Rose rather late. After breakfast wrote journal ;• at twelve 
went to rehearsal. » * * ♦ 

« » « « « « Jie 

After rehearsal came home, habited, and went to the riding- 
school to try some horses. Merd de moi ! what quadru- 
peds ! How they did wallop and shamble about; poor 
half-broken dumb brutes! they know no better; and as 
the natives here are quite satisfied with their shuffling, 
rollicking, mongrel pace, half-trot, half-canter, why it is 
not worth while to break horses in a christian-like fashion 
for them.* I found something that I think my father can 

is something amazing ; after acting this part, I could not bat recall 
the various Ophelias I haye seen, and commend them for the as- 
tonishing absence of everything Uke feeling which they exhibited. 
O, it made my heart sore to act it 

• I am speaking now only of the common saddle-horses that 
one sees about the streets and roads. The southern breed of race- 
horses, is a subject of great interest and care to aU sporting men 
here ; they are very beautiful animals, of a remarkably slight and 
deUcate make. But the perfection of horses in this county, are those 
13* 
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ride with tolerable comfort, bat must go again to-morrow 
and see after something for myself. Came home ; the 
enchanting Mr. Head has allowed me a piano forte ; but 
in bringing it into the room, the stupid slave broke one of 
its legs off, whereat I was like to faint, for I thought Mr. 
Head would wish me hanged therefore. Nothing can 
exceed the civility of the people here, and the house is 
extremely well kept, quiet, and comfortable. Came home 
in high delight with this Quaker city, which is indeed 
very pretty and pleasant. Played on the piano : dressed 
for dinner. After dinner, practised till tea time, finished 

. journal, discussed metaphysics with D , for which I 

am a fool ; wrote to-day's journal, and now to bed. I have 
a dreadful cold and coiigh, and have done nothing but hack 
and snivel the whole day long ; this is a bad preparation 
for to-morrow's work. Howsoever. 

Rose at eight. After breakfast, sat writing journal and 
letter to . At half past eleven went to rehearsal. 

trained for trotting; their speed is almost incredible. I have been 
Whirled along in a light built carriage, by a pedr of famous pro- 
fessed trotters, who certainly got over the ground at the rate of 
a moderate going steam-engine, and this without ever for a mo- 
ment breaking into a gallop. The fondness of the Americans for 
this sort of horses, however, is one reason why one can so rarely 
obtsdn a well mouthed riding-horse. These trotters are absolutely 
carried on the bit, and require only a snaffle, and an arm of iron 
to hold them up. A horse well set upon his haunches is 
not, to be met with, and owing to this mode of breaking, their 
action is entirely from the bead and shoulders, and they 
both look and feel as if they would tumble down on their noses. 
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Afterwards walked down to the riding-school with ray 
father. The horse I was to look at had not arrived ; but 
my father saw the grey. We were there for some time ; 
and. during that whole some time, a tall thin unhappy look- 
ing gentleman, who had gotten up upon a great hulking 
raw-boned horse, kept trotting round and round, with his 
legs dangling down, sans stirrups, at the rate of a mile 
and a quarter an hour; occasionally ejaculating in the 
mildest of tones, ** keome — ^keome up ;" whereat the 
lively brute, nothing persuaded, proceeded in the very 
same pace, at the very same rate ; and this went on till I 
wondered at the man and the beast. Game home and put 
out things for the theatre. My cold and cough are 
dreadfuL After dinner practised ; invented and executed 
a substitute for the coques de perle in my Bianca dress, 
and lay down to rest a little before my work. At six went 

to the theatre ; the house was very full, and D and 

my father say that I was extremely ungracious in my 
acknowledgement of their greeting. I cannot tell; I did 
not mean to be so ; I made them three courtesies, and what 
could woman do more. Of course, I can neither feel nor 
look so glad to- see them, as I am to see my own dear 
London people, neither can I be as profound in my obei- 
sance, as when my audience is civil enough to rise to me ; 
*' there is differences, look you." * * 

My Fazio had a pair of false black whiskers on, which 
distilled a black stripe of trickling cement down his cheeks, 
and kept me in agony every time he had to embrace me. 

My voice was horrible to hear ; alternately like Mrs. 

and , and every now and then it was all I could clo to 

utter at all. This audience is the most unapplausive I 
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ever acted to, not excepting my excitable friends north of 
the Tweed. They were very attentive, certainly, but how 
they did make me work! 'Tis amazing how much an 
audience loses by this species of hanging back, even 
where the silence proceeds from unwillingness to interrupt 
a good performance ; though in reality it is the greatest 
compliment an actor can receive, yet he is deprived by that 
very stillness of half his power. Excitement is reciprocal 
between the performer and the audience ; he creates it in 
them, and receives it back again from them ; and in that 
last scene in Fazio, half the effect that I produce is derived 
from the applause which I receive, the very noise and 
tumult of which tends to heighten the nervous energy 
which the scene itself begets. I know that my aunt Sid^ 
dons has frequendy said the same thing. And besides the 
above reason for applause, the physical powers of an actor 
require, after any tremendous exertion, the rest and re- 
gathering of breath and strength, which the interruption of 
the audience affords him ; moreover, as 'tis the conventional 
mode of expressing approbation in a theatre, it is chilling 
and uncomfortable, to go toiling on, without knowing 
whether, as the maid-servants say, " one gives satisfaction 
or no." They made noise enough, however, at the end 
of the play. Came home', supped, and to bed : weary to 
deatht and with a voice like a cracked bagpipe. 

Saturdajr, 13tli* 

Rose at half past eight. After breakfast, wrote journal ; 
practised for an hour, got things ready for to-morrow, put 
on my habit, which I had no sooner done than the perverse 
douds began to rain. The horses came at two, but the 
weather was so bad that I sent them away again. Prac- 
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tised for another hour, read a canto in Dan(e, and dressed 
for dinner. After dinner worked and practised. Came to 
my own room, and tried to scribble something for the 
Mirror, at my father's request ; the editors having made 
an especial entreaty to him, that I might write something 
for them, and also sit to some artist for them. I could 
not accomplish anything, and they must just take some- 
thing that I have by me ; as for my physiognomy, that 
they shall certainly not have with my own good leave. I 
will never expend so much useless time again, as to sit for 
my picture ; nor will I let any unhappy painter again get 
abused for painting me as I am, which is anything but 
what I look like. Lawrence alone could do it; there is no 
other that could see my spirit through my face, and as for 
the face without that, the less that is seen of it, the better. 
Came down to tea, and found a young gentleman sitting 

with my father ; one Mr. . * * * 

« * « « > « 

He was a pretty-spoken, genteel youth enough ; he drank 
tea with us, and offered to ride with me. He is, it seems, 
a great fortune ; consequently, I suppose, (in spite of his 
inches,) a great man. Now, I'll go to bed ; my cough 's 
enough to kill a horse. 

Sunday* 14tli« 

Rose late ; so late, that by the time I had breakfasted, it 
was no longer time to go to church. * * 

« • * * « • 

* # • « • * * 

Finished my first letter to — . Mr. -^— called, and 
told us that be was going about agitating^ and that Jackson 
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was eertainly to be re-elected. * * 

« « « # « 



At three o'clock, D and I sallied forth to go to church. 

Following the sil?er voices of the Sabbath bells, as they 
called the worshippers to the house of prayer ; we entered 
a church, with a fine simple facade, and found ourselves in 
the midst of a Presbyterian congregation. 'Tis now up- 
wards of eight years since, a school girl, I used to attend a 
dissenter's chapel. The form of worship, though dis- 
pleasing to me in itself, borrowed a charm, to-day, from 
old association. How much of the past it did recall! 



Came home, and dressed for dinner. After dinner, half- 
killed myself with laughter over an Irish version of Fazio, 
ycleped Grimaldi, from which the author swears Milman 
has shamefully filched the plot, characters, and even the 
language, I believe, of his drama. A ' gentleman of the 

press, by name , paid us an evening visit. He seems 

an intelligent young man enough; and when he spoke 
of the autumnal woods, by the Oneida lake, his expres- 
sions were poetical and enthusiastic ; and he pleased me.* 

• Except where they have been made political tools, news- 
pa^^er writers and editors have never, I believe, been admitted 
into good society in England. It is otherwise here? newspapers 
are the main literature of America, and I have frequently heard it 
quoted, as a proof of a man's abilities, that he writes in such and 
such a newspaper. Besides the popularity to be obtained by it, it 
is often attended with no small literary consideration, and young 
men here, with talents of a' really high order, and who might 
achieve far better things, too often are content to accept this very 
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He seems to think much of having had the honour of cor- 
lesponding with sundry of the small literati of London. 
Je lui en fais mon compliment. When he was gone, 
wrote another letter to , journal, and now to bed. 

Monday^ IStli* 

Rose at eight, took a hot bath. The more I read of 
Grahame, the better I like him and his history. Those 
early settlers in Massachusetts were fine fellows indeed ; 
and Cotton, one of the finest samples of a Christian priest 
imaginable. After breakfast, went to rehearsal. The day 
was cold, but beautifully bright and clear. The pure, 
fresh, invigorating air, and gay sunlight ; together with the 
delightfully clean streets, and pretty mixture of trees and 
buildings in this nice town, caused me to rejoice, as I 
walked along.* After rehearsal, saw Sinclair and his wife. 
So— we are to act the Gamester here. Went and ordered 
a dress for that same, my own being at New York. Came 

mediocre mode of displaying their abilities, at very little expense 
of thought or study, and neglect far worthier objects of ambition, 
and the rewards 4ield out by a distant and permanent fame. I 
know that half my young gentlemen acquaintance here would 
reply, that they must live in the mean time, and it is a real and 
deep evil, arising from the institutions of this country, that every 
man must toil fiH)m day to day for his daily bread ; and in this de- 
grading and spirit-loa^ng care, all other nobler desires are smo- 
thered. It is a great national misfortune. 

* This delightful virtue of neatness, is carried almost to an in- 
convenient pitch by the worthy Fhiladdphians ; the town, every 
now and then appears to be in a perfect phrenzy of cleanliness ; 
and of a Saturday morning, early, the streets are really impassable, 
except to a good swimmer. ** Cleanliness," says die old saV, ** is 
near to godliness." Philadelphia must be very near Heaven. 
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home, put out things for the theatre, practised an hour ; 
dined at three. After dinner, read a canto in Dante. He 
is my admiration! great, great master! a philosopher 
profound, as all poets should be ; a glorious poet, as I wish 
all philosophers were. Sketched till dark. Chose a 
beautiful claret coloured velvet for Mrs. Beverly ; which 
will cost Miss Kemble eleven guineas, by this living 
light. At six went to the theatre. I never beheld any- 
thing more gorgeous than the sky at sunset. Autumn is 
an emperor here, clothed in crimson and gold, and cano- 
pied with ruddy glowing skies. Yet I like the sad russet 
cloak of our own. autumnal woods ; I like the sighing 
voice of his lament, through the vaporous curtain that 
rises round his steps ; I like the music of the withered 
leaves, that rustle in his path; and Oh, above all, the 
solemn thoughts that wait upon him, as he goes stripping 
the trees of their bright foliage, leaving them like the un- 
garlanded columns of a deserted palace. The play was 
Romeo and Juliet. My father was the '' youngest of that 
name," for want of a better, or rather of a worse. How 
beautiful this performance must have been, when the 
youthful form made that appear natural, which now seems 
the triumph of art over nature. Garrick said, that to act 
Romeo required a grey head upon green shoulders. In- 
deed, 'tis difficult! Oh that our sapient judges did but 
know half how difficult. It is delightful to act with my 
father. One's imagination need toil but little, to see in 
him the very thing he represents ; whereas, with all other 
Romeos, although they were much younger men, I have 
had to do double work with that useful engine, my fancy ; 
first, to get rid of the material obstacle staring me in the 
face, and then to substitute some more congenial represen- 
tative of that sweetest vision of youth smd love. Once 
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only this was not necessary. « « « 

w * « . « « « 



The audience here are, without exception, the most dis- 
agreeable I e?er played to. Not a single hand did they 
give the balcony scene, or my father's scene with the 
friar; they are literally immoveable. They fipplauded 
vehemently at the end of my draught scene, and a great 
deal at the end of the play ; but they are nevertheless in- 
tolerably dull, and it is all but impossible to act to them. 



The man who acted Capulet, did it better than any Capulet 
I ever acted with ; and the nurse, besides looking admira- 
bly, acted her part very well ; and 'tis hard to please me, 
after poor dear old Mrs. Davenport. The house was lite- 
rally crammed from floor to ceiling. Came home tired and 
hoarse, though my voice was a good deal better to-day. 

Mr. supped with us. My father expected a visit 

from the haggling Boston manager, and chose to have a 
witness to the conference. 



Rose at nine. After breakfast, read a canto in Dante, 
wrote journal, practised for an hour. The Boston manager, 
it seems, does not approve of our terms ; and after bar- 
gaining till past two o'clock last night, with my father, the 
latter, wearied out with his illiberal traflicking, and coarse 
vulgarity of manner, declined the thing altogether ; so un- 
less the gendeman thinks better of the matter, we shall not 

14 
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go to Boston this winter.* At one o'clock habited, and at 
two rode out with my father. The day was most enchant- 
ing, mild, bright, and sunny ; but the roads were deplora- 
ble, and the country utterly dull. My horse was a hard- 
mouthed, half-broken beast, without pace of any christian 
kind soever : a perfect rack on hoofs, how it did jog and 
jumble me ; however, my bones are young, and my cou- 
rage good, and I don't mind a little hard work, but the road 
was so villanously bad, and the surrounding country so 
weary, dull, stale and unprofitable, that I was heartily sick 
of my ride, when we turned towards Fairmount, the site 
of some large water-works on the Schuylkill, by which 
Philadelphia is supplied with water. On our right, I de- 
scried, over some heights, a castellated building of some 
extent, whose formidable appearance, at least, bespoke an 
arsenal ; but it was the entrance to the penitentiary instead ; 
and presently the river, bright, and broad, and placid as a 
lake, with its beautiful banks, and rainbow-tinted woods, 
opened upon us. We crossed a covered wooden bridge, 
and followed the water*s edge. The rich colours of the 
foliage cast a warm light over the transparent face of the 
mirror-like stream, and far along the winding shores, a 
mingled mantle of gorgeous glowing tints lay over the 
woody banks, and was reflected in the still, sunny river. 
Indeed it was lovely ! but our time was growing short, and 
we had to turn home, which we did, by a pleasant and 
more direct path. My horse, towards the end of the ride, 



* The final result of our very unfortunate dealings with this 
gentleman is, that our earnings, (and they are not lightly come by) 
to the amount of near three thousand dollars, are at this moment 
in the hands of a trustee, and Heaven and a New England court 
of justice will dedde whether they are ever to come into ours. 
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got more manageiible, and I doubt whether it would not be 
wiser to continue to ride it, than try another, which may 
be just as bad, and moreover, a stranger. My riding cap 
seemed to excite universal marvel wherever we passed. 
We came in at five o'clock ; dressed, and dined. Just as 
I had finished dinner, a most beautiful, fragrant, and deli- 
cious nosegay was brought to me, with a very laconic 
note from a Philadelphia ^^friendy^ dashed under, as 
though from a Quaker. Whoever 'tis from, Jew or Gen- 
tile, Puritan or Pagan, he, she, or it, hath my most un- 
bounded gratitude. Spent an ecstatic half hour, in arrang- 
ing my flowers in glasses ; gave orders about my Mrs. Be- 
verley's gown, and began marking journal ; while doing 
so, a card was brought up. • * * 

* m * • * # 

Presently Mr. came in, another of our Pacific fellow- 
sailors ; it pleases me to see them, they seem to bring me 
nearer to England. He gave a dreadful account of his arri- 
val in Baltimore, and of the state to which the cholera had 
reduced that city. Mr* ' amused me, by telling me 
that he had heard my behaviour canvassed with much 

censure by some man or other, who met me at Mr. . 

And who was horrified at my taking up a book, and then a 
newspaper; and, in short, being neither tragical nor comi- 
cal, at a , dinner-party. Of course, I must seem a very 
strange animal to them all, but they seem just as strange 
to me. * * * » * 



'Wednesday* 17ttk» 

Rose at eight. After breakfast, put out things for the 
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theatre. At eleven went to rehearsal. It seems there has 
been fighting, and rushing, and tearing of coats at the 
box-office, and one man has made forty dollars, by pur- 
chasing and reselling tickets at an increased price. Ailer 

rehearsal, came home. Mr. called, and sat some 

time ; he sails for England on the twenty-fourth. Eng- 
land, oh Igngland! yet, after all, what is there in that 
name ? It is not my home, it is not those beloved ones 
whose fellowship is half the time what we call home. Is 
it really and tnffy the yearning of the roots for the soil 
in which they grew ? perhaps it is only the restless, rov- 
ing spirit, that still would be where it is not. I know not 
His description of American life and manners, (and he 
knows both, for he has lived constantly in this country, 
and his partialities are, I believe, fairly divided between it 
and his own,) is anything but agreeable. * * 



The dignified and graceful influence which married women, 
^mong us, exercise over the tone of manners, uniting the 
duties of home to the charms of social life ; and bearing, 
at once, like the orange-tree, the fair fruits of maturity 
with the blossoms of their spring, is utterly unknown here. 
Married women are either house-drudges and nursery- 
maids, or, if they appear in society, comparative cyphers ; 
and the retiring, modest, youthful bearing, which among 
lis distinguishes girls of fifteen or sixteen, is equally un- 
known. Society is entirely led by chits, who in England 
would be sitting behind a pinaJFore ; the consequence is, 
that it has neither the elegance, refinement, nor the pro- 
priety which belongs to ours ; but is a noisy, racketty, 
vulgar congregation of flirting boys and girls, alike without 
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Style or decorum.* When Mr. was gone, practised 

till dinner time. AfWr dinner practised for half an hour. 



* When we arrived in America, we brought letters of introduc- 
tion to several persons in New York; many were civil enough to 
call upon us, we were invited out to sundry parties, and were in- 
• troduced into what is there called the first society. I do not wish to 
enter into any description of it, but will only say, that I was most 
^sagreeably astonished ; and had it been my fate to have passed 
through the country as rapidly as most travellers do, I should have 
carried away a very unfavourable impression of the best society of 
New York, Fortunately, however, for me, my visits were re- 
peated and my stay prolonged; and in the course of time, I 
became acquainted with many individuals whose manners and ac- 
quirements were of a high order, and from whose intercourse I 
derived the greatest gratification. But they generally did me the 
fiiTOur to vbit me, and I still could not imagine how it happened 
that I never met them at the parties to which I was invited, and 
in the circles where I vialted. I soon discovered that they formed 
a society among themselves, where all those qualities which I had 
looked for among the self-styled best, were to be found. When 
I name Miss Sedg^dck, Halleck, Irving, Bryant, Paulding, and 
some of less fame, but whose acquirements rendered their com- 
panionship delightful indeed, amongst whom I felt proud and 
happy to*find several of my own name ; it will no longer appear 
singular that they should feel too well satisfied with the resources 
of their own society, either to mingle in that of the vulgai fashion- 
ables, or seek with andity the acquaintance of e^ery stranger that 
arrives in New York. It is not to be wondered at, that foreigners 
have spoken as they have, of what is termed fashionable society 
here, or have condemned, with unqualified censure, the manners 
and tone prevailing in it ; their condemnations are true and just, 
as regards what they see ; nor perhaps would they be much in- 
clined to moderate them, when they found that persons possessing 
every quality that can render intercourse between rational crea- 
tures desirable, were held in light esteem, and neglected, as either 
bores, blues, or dowdies^ by those so infimtdy their inferiors in 
14* 
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marked journal, till time to go to the theatre ; took coffee, 
and away. The house was crammed again, and the play 
better acted than I have ever seen it out of London, though 
Mrs. Candour had stuck upon her head a bunch of 
feathers which threatened the gods ; and Lady Sneerwell 
had dragged all her hair off her face, which needed to be 
as pretty as it was, to endure such an exposure. I do not 



every worthy accomplishment The same separation, or if any- 
thing, a stiU stronger one, subsists in Philadelphia, between the 
self-styled fashionables, and the really good society. The distinc- 
tion there, is really of a nature perfectly lucUcrous \ a friend of 
mine was describing to me a fanuly whose manners were unex- 
ceptionable, and whose mental accomplishments were of a high 
order ; upon my expressing some surprise that I had never met with 
them, my informant replied, ** Oh, no, they are not recdved by 
the Chestnut street set" If I were called upon to define that so- 
ciety in New York and Philadelphia, which ranks (by right of 
self-arrogation) as first and best; I should say it is a purely 
dancing society, where a fiddle is indispensable to keep its mem- 
bers awake ; and where their brains and tongues seem, by com- 
mon consent, to feel that they had much better ^ve up the care 
of mutual entertainment to the feet of the parties assembled, 
and they judge well. Now, I beg leave clearly to be understood; 
there is another, and a far more desirable circle ; but it is not the 
one into which strangers find their way generaUy. To an Eng- 
lishman, this fashionable society presents, indeed, a pitifiil sample 
of lofty pretensions without adequate foundation. Here is a con- 
stant endeavour to imitate those states of European society, which 
have for their basis the feudal spirit of the early ages ; and which 
are rendered venerable by their rank, powerful by their wealth, 
and refined, and in some degree respectable, by great and general 
mental cultivation. Of Boston, I have not spoken. The society 
there is of an infinitely superior order. A vpry general degree 
of information, and a much greater simplicity of manners, render 
it infinitely more agreeable. But of that hereafter. 
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wonder the New Torkians did not approve of my Lady 
Teasle. If, as — telb me, Mrs. — is their idea of the 
perfection of good-breeding, well may my delineation of a 
lady be condemned as " nothing particular." Yet I am 
sorry I must continue to lie under their censure, for I, unfor- 
tunately for myself, have seen ladies, ** ripe and real," who, 
from all I ean see, hear, and understand, differ widely 
from the good manners of their " beau ideal." The fact 
is, I am not '* genteeP^ enough, and I am conscious of it. 
The play went off remarkably well. Came to bed at half 
past eleven. * # * « » 



Thursday, IStlu 

Here is the end of October, the very mourning-time of the 
year with us, and my room is full of flowers, and the sun 
is so bright and powerful, that it is impossible to go out 
with a shawl, or without a parasol. Went to rehearsal at 
twelve ; at two came in, and habited, and at half past two 
rode out with my father. We took the road to the Schuyl- 
kill at once, through Arch street, which is a fine, broad, 
long street, running parallel with Chestnut street We 
walked along the road under the intense sunlight that made 
all things look sleepy around. Turning between some 
rising banks, through a defile where the road wound up a 
hill, we caught a glimpse of a white house, standing on 
the sunny slope of a green rise. The undulating grounds 
around were all bathed in warm light, relieved only by the 
massy shadows of the thick woods that sheltered them. 
It was a bit of England. * * « * 
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Some good farming and tidy 6at-hoases, and dependen- 
cies, completed the resemblance, and made me think that 
this mast be the dwelling of some of my own country- 
people. How can they live here? here, even in the midst 
of what is fair and peaceful in nature, I think my home 
would haunt me, and the far off chiming of the waves 
against her white shores resound in my ears through the 
smooth flowing of the Schuylkill.* After pursuing a level, 
uninteresting road for some time, we turned off to the 
right, and standing on the brow of a considerable declivity, 
had a most enchanting glimpse of the Schuylkill and its 
woody shores. The river makes a bend just above the 
water-works, and the curving banks scooping themselves 
form a lovely little sunny bay. It was more like a lake, 
just here, than a flowing stream. The sky was so bless- 
edly serene, and the air so still, that the pure deep-looking 
water appeared to sleep, while the bright hues of the 
heavens, and the glowing tints of the woody shores were 
mirrored with wondrous vividness on its bosom. I never 
saw such gorgeousness, and withal such perfect harmony 
of colouring. The golden sky, the mingled green, brown, 
yellow, crimson, and dark maroon, that clothed the 
thickets ; the masses of grey granite, with the'vivid, mossy 
green that clung round them ; the sunny purple waters ; 
the warm, red colour of the road itself, as it wound down 
below, with a border of fresh-looking turf on either side of 
it ; the radiant atmosphere of rosy light that hung over all ; 
all combined to present a picture of perfect enchantment. 

* The beautiful villas on the banks of the Schuylkill are all 
either utterly deserted and half-ruinous, or let out by the proprie- 
tors to tavern-keepers. The reason assigned for this is, that 
during that season of the year when it would be most desirable to 
reside there, the fever and ague takes possession of the place, 
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The eye was drunk with beauty.* How I thought of Mr. 
. Indeed a painter would have gone crazy over it, 

and effectually banishes all other occupants. This yery extraor- 
^nary and capricious malady is as uncertain in its residence, as un- 
welcome where it does fix its abode. The courses of some of the 
rivers, and even whole tracts of country away from the vicinity of 
the water, have been desolated by it ; from these it has passed 
away entirely, and removed itself to other districts, before re- 
markably healthy. Sometimes it visits particular places, at inter- 
vals of one or two seasons; sometimes it attaches itself to one ade 
of a river, and leaves the inhabitants of the other in the enjoy- 
ment of perfect health ; in short, it is quite as unaccountable in its 
proceedings as a fine lady. Many causes have been assigned as 
its ori^n; which, however, have varied in credibility, at almost 
every new appearance of the malady. The enormous quantity of 
decaying vegetation with which the autumn woods are strewn 
year afler year, till it absolutely forms a second soil; the dam 
lately erected by the water-works ; and which, uitercepting the 
tide, causes occasional stagnation; the unwholesome action of 
water lodging in hollows in the rocks ; are all reasons which have 
been given to me, when I have inquired about this terrible nui- 
sance along the banks of the Schuylkill; but there is another, and 
one which appeared so obvious to me, that when first I saw it, I felt 
much inclined to attribute the fever and ague to that, and to that 
alone. I allude to a foul and stagnant ditch, lyingbetween the tow- 
path and the grounds of these country-houses, of nearly a mile in 
length, and of considerable width. When I saw the sun pouring its 
intense light down into this muddy pool, covered with thick and 
unwholesome incrustations, I could not help remarking that this 
alone was quite sufficient to breed a malaria in the whole neigh- 
bourhood ; and that if the gentlemen proprietors of .the lands 
along this part of the river would drain this very poisonous look- 
ing repository for bull-frogs, their dwellings would, in all proba- 
bility, be firee from fever and ague. 

• ITiis beautiful younger world appears to me to have received 
the portion of the beloved younger son, the "coat of many 
colours.'^ 
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and I9 who am not a painter, was half crazy that I was 
not. Though if I had been, what would it have availed? 
Such colours are from God's pallet, and mortal hand may 
no more copy, than it could mingle them. We rode on 
through scenery of the same descriptioh, passing in our 
way a farm and dairy, where the cattle were standing, not 
in open pasture-land, but in a corner of forest-gronnd, all 
bright with the golden shedding of the trees ; it was very 
picturesque. A little runlet of water, too, that held the 
middle of a tangled ravine, ran glittering like a golden 
snake through the underwood, while the stems of the trees, 
and the light foliage on the edge of the thick woody screens 
were bathed in yellow sunshine. All around was beauti- 
ful, and rich, and harmonious to the eye, and should have 
been so to the spirit. ♦ ♦ * * 

Returned home at about half past five, dined at six, found 
another beautiful nosegay waiting for me, from my un- 
known fiimisher of sweets. This is almost as tantalizing 
as it is civil ; and I would give half my lovely flowers to 
find out who sends them to me. Distributed them ail 
over the room, and was to happy as a Queen. Mr. — 
called ; my father was obliged to go out upon business, so 

D and I had to entertain that worthy youth. He 

seems to have a wonderful veneration for a parcel of 
scribblers whose names were never heard of, in England, 
beyond the limits of their own narrow coteries. But he 
speaks like an enthusiast of the woods and waters of his 
glorious country, and I excuse his taste in poetry. Now 
isn't this strange ! tliat a man who can feel the amazing 
might, majesty and loveliness of nature, can endure for a 
moment the mawkish scribbling of these poetasters. Verily, 
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we be anomalous beasts. « « « 

AUTUMN. 



• 



Thoa comest not in sober guise^ 

In mellow cloak of russet clad— 
Thine are no melancholy skies, 

Nor hudess flowers, pale and sad ; 
But, like an Emperor, triumphing. 

With gorgeous robes of Tynan dyes. 
Full flush of fragrant blossoming, ^ 

And glowing purple canopies. 
How call ye this the season's fall. 

That seems the pageant of the year ? 
Iticher and brighter far than all 

The pomp that spring and summer wear, 
Red fidls the westering light of day 

On rock and stream and winding shore ; 
Soft woody banks and granite gray 

With amber clouds are curtained o'er ; 
The wide clear waters sleeping fie 

Beneath the eyening^s wings of gold. 
And on their glassy breast the sky 

And banks their mingled hues unfold. 
Far in the tangled woods, the ground 

Is strewn with fallen leaves, that fie 
Like crimson cai^ets all around 

Beneath a crimson canopy. 
The sloping sun with arrows bright 

Pierces the forest's waving maze; 
The universe sieems rapt in fight, 

A floating robe of rosy haze. 
Oh Autumn! thou art here a king — 

And round thy throne the smiling hours 
A thousand fragrant tributes bring 

Of golden fruits and blushing flowers. 
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Oh ! not upon thy fiiding fields and feUs 

In such rich g^b doth Autumn come to thee. 
My home! — ^but o*er thy mountadns and thy dells 

His footsteps &n slowly and solemnly. 
Nor flower nor bud remaineth there to him. 

Save the faint breathing rose, that, round the year. 
Its crimson buds and pale soft blossoms dim. 

In lowly beauty constantly doth wear. 
O'er yellow stubble lands in mantle brown 

He wanders through the wan October light: 
Still as he goeth, slowly stripping down 

The garlands green that were the spring's delight. 
At mom and eve thin silver vapours rise 

Around his path: but sometimes at mid-day 
He looks along the hUls with gentle eyes, 

That make the sallow woods and fields seem gay. 
Yet something of sad sov'reignty he hath^- 

A sceptre crown'd with berries ruby red. 
And the cold sobbing wind bestrews his path 

With ^ther*d leaves, that rustle *neath his tread ; 
And round him still, in melancholy state. 

Sweet solemn thoughts of death and of decay. 
In slow and hush'd attendance, ever wait. 

Telling how aU things fair must pass away. 



At ten o'clock went to rehearsal. Rehearsed the Hunch- 
back, and then Fazio ; this is tolerably hard work, with 
acting every night; we don't steal our money, that's 
one comfort. Came home, found a letter for me in a 
strange hand. ***** 

at m * * ^ it. 

Went on with my letter to ; while doing so, was 

interrupted by the entrance of a strange woman, who sat 
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herself down, apparently in much confusion. She told me 
a story of great distress, and claimed my assistance as a 
fellow-countrywoman. I had not a farthing of money: 
D— — and my father were out, so I took the reference 
she gave me, and, promised to inquire into her condition. 
The greatest evil arising from the many claims of this sort 
which are made upon us wherever we go, is the feeling of 
distrust and suspicion which they engender, and the sort of 
excuse which they teach us to apply plausibly to our unwil- 
lingness to answer such demands. *' Oh, ten to one, an im- 
postor," is soon said, and instances enough may unfortunate- 
ly be found to prove the probability of such a conclusion* 
Yet in this sweeping condeq|Dation, one real case of misery 
may be included, and that possibility should make us pause, 
for 'tis one that if afterwards detected, may be the source of 
heavy condemnation, and bitter regret to ourselves.* 

* This country is in one respect blessed above all others, and 
above all others deserving of blesong. There are no poor— I say 
there are none, there need be none « none here need lift up the 
despairing voice of hopeless and helpless want, towards that 
Heaven which hears, when men will not. *No &ther here need 
work away his body's health, and his spirit's strength, in unavail* 
ing labour, from dj^y to day, and from year to year, bowed down 
by the cruel curse his fellows lay upon him. No mother need 
wish, in the bitterness of her heart, that the children of her breast 
had died before they exhausted that nourishment which was the 
only one her misery could feel assured would not fail them. None 
need be bom to i^ce, for none are condanned to abject poverty. 
Oh, it makes the heart sick to think of all the horrible anguish 
that has been suffered by thousands and thousands of those 
wretched creatures^ whose want begets a host of moral evils fear« 
ful to contemplate ; whose existence begins in poverty, struggles 
on through care and toil, and lieart-grinding burthens ; and ends in 
15 
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The fact is, that to give well, one should give equally one's 
trouble, with one's money ; the one in aH cases, (he other 
where one's inquiries were satisfactorily answered. Re- 
ceived a purple bound, gilt-edged periodical, published at 

Boston, from Mr. • * « 

# # # * * * 

# * * # # # 

The literary part of the book seems much on a par with 
that of similar works in England, but there was a wide 
difference in the excellence of the engravings. There was 
one from that pretty picture, tl^ Bridesmaid ; a coarse, bad 
engraving, but yet how much of the sadness of the original 
it recalled to me. It is a painful thing to look at ; it brings 
before one too^ much of the sorrow of life, of the anguish 
that has been endured ; that is daily, hourly, endured in 
this prison-house of torments. After dinner, went on 



destitution, in sickness, alas, too often in crime and in&my. Thrice 
blessed is this country, for no such crying evil exists in its bosom; 
no such moral reproach, no such political rottenness. Not only 
is the eye never offended with those piteous sights of human suf- 
fering, which make one's heart bleed, and whose number appals 
one's imagination in the thronged thoroughfares of the European 
cities ; but the mind reposes with delight in the certainty that not 
one human creature is here doomed to suffer and to weep through 
life, not one immortal soul is thrown into jeopardy by the com- 
bined temptations of its own misery, and the heartless sdfishness 
of those who pass it by without holding out so much as a finger to 
save it If we have any faith in the excellence of mercy and be- 
nevolence, we must believe that this alone will secure the bles^g 
of Providence on this country. * 
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writing to , till time to go to the theatre. The house 

was not as full as I had expected, though a good one enough. 
My fiaither looked wonderfully well and young ; there is 
certainly some difference in acting with hioiy but this part 
fatigues me horribly. 

.Wedneidair« Mtlu 

Went to rehearsal at eleven; at half past one, went with 

D to find out something about my yesterday's poor 

woman. The worst of it is, that my trouble involves ne- 
cessarily, the trouble of somebody else, as I cannot go 
trotting and exploring about by myself. The references 
were snfEiciently satisfactory, that is, they proved that she 
was poor and in distress, and willing to work. I gave her 
what I could, and the man by whom she is employed 
seems anxious to afford her work ; so I hope she will get 
on a little. The " God bless you," of gratitude, even if 
uttered by guileful and unworthy* lips, is surely yet a 
blessing, if it alights on those who are seeking to do good. 
And if I were assured, that that woman was the veriest 
impostor under the sun, I still should hope her prayer 
might descend with profit on my head ; for I was sincere 
in my desire to do well by her. Game home, wrote a 
letter to , finished one to ; and went to the the- 
atre. It seems there have been, 

** Bloody noses and crackM crowns^ 
And sJl the currents of a heady fight," 

at the box-ofilce, and truly the house bore witness thereto ; 
for it was crammed from floor to ceiling. The play was 
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the Hunchback. I played very well, in epiie of no green 
carpet, and no letter in the letter scene, which lost one of 
my favourite points ; one by the bye that I am fond of, 
because it is all my own. * ♦ « 



After breakfast went to rehearsal. Game home, put out 
things for the theatre, made myself a belt; received a 
whole bundle of smart annuals from Mr. ■, spent some 
time in looking over their engravings. My gown looked 
very handsome, but my belt was too small ; had to make 
another. The house was good, but not great. I played 
only so-so; the fact is, it is utteriy impossible to play to 
this audience at all. They are so immoveable, such very 
stocks and stones, thatone is fairly exhausted with labour- 
ing to excite them, before half one's work is done. 



AUTUMN SONG. 

The merriest time of all the year. 
Is the tune when the leaves begin to fall. 
When the chestnut-trees turn yeUow and sear. 
And the flowers are withermg one and aU. 

When the thick green sward is growing brown. 

And the honeysuckle berries are red. 

And the oak is shaking its acorns down. 

And the dry twigfs snap 'neath the woodsman's tread. 
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The merriest dance that e*ep was seen. 
Is the headlong- dance of the whirling leaves. 
And the rattling stubble that flies between 
The yellow ranks of the barley sheaves. 

The merriest song that e*ep was heard. 
Is the song of the sobbing autmnn wind; 
When the thin bare boughs of the elm are stirr'd. 
And shake the black ivy round them twin'd. 

The merriest time of all the year. 
Is the lime when all things fade and fall. 
When the sky is bleak and the earth is drear. 
Oh, that's the merriest month of all. 



Friday^ 36tH. 

While I was dressing, D , like a good angel, came in 

with three letters from England in her hand. * 

The love of excellent friends, is one of God's greatest 
blessings, and deserves oar utmost thankfulness. The 
counsel of sound heads, and the affection of christian 
spirits is a staff of support, and a spring of rejoicing 
through life. ***** 

* » » * * . * 

A Mr., Mrs., and young Mr. , called upon us : they 

are the only inhabitants of this good city, who have done 
us that honour. * -, "^, * 



As soon as my father came in, we sallied forth to see the 
giantess of a ship the Americans have been building, to 
thresh us withal. I hooked myself up to '— , and away 
we strode; D— — and my hiher straggling after us, as 
16* 
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best they might. The day was most beautiful; bright, 
sunny, and fresh. After walking at an immense pace for 
some time, we bethought us of looking for our poursui- 
vants; but neither sign nor vestige appeared of them. 
We stood still and waited, and went on, and stood still 

again ; looked foolish at me, and I- foolish at him ; 

at length we wisely agreed that they had probably made 
the best of their way to the navy yard, and thither we pro- 
ceeded. We found them, according to our expectations, 
waiting for us, and proceeded to enter the building where 
this Lady of the seas was propped upon a hundred stays ; 
surrounded with scaffolding, with galleries running round 
from the floor to the ceiling. We went on deck ; in fact, 
the Pennsylvania has been boarded by the English, in our 
person, before she sets foot on the sea. How I should 
like to see that ship launched ; how she will sweep down 
from her holdings, and settle to the water, as a swan before 
swimming out. How the shores will resound with living 
voices, applauding her like a living creature ; how much of 
national pride, of anticipated triumph, will be roused in 
every heart, as her huge wings first unfold their shadow over 
the sea, and she moves abroad, the glory and the bonder 
of the deep. How, if this ship should ever lie in an English 
harbour ? if I were an American on board of her, I would 
sooner blow her up with all the '* precious freighting souls'* 
within her, than see such a consummation. When my 
wonderment had a little subsided, it occurred to me that 
she would not, pierhaps, be so available a battle ship as one 
of a smaller size ; it must be impossible to mancBuvre her 
with any promptitude. ' * « * » 



My fother and — indulged in sundry right English bits 
of bragging, as they stood at her stern, looking down the I 
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enormous deck. I wish I knew her exact measurements ; 
she is the largest ship ever built, larger than any East In- 
diaman ; the largest ship in the world. How the sea will 
groan under her ; nathless in a storm I would rather be in 
the veriest nntshell that ever was flang from wave-top to 
wave-top. How she would sink ! she would go down 
like another Atlantis, poor ship ! I have an amazing horror 
of drowning. Came home just in time to dine. After 
dinner wrote letters ; at six went to the theatre ; play. 
Hunchback ; played so-so : the audience are detestable. 
The majority are so silent that they not only do not 
applaud the acting, but most religiously forbear to notice 
all noises in the house, in consequence of which some 
impudent women amused themselves with talking during 
the whole play, much ** louder than the players." At one 
time their impertinent racket so bewildered me, that I was 
all but out, and this without the audience once interfering 
to silence them ; perhaps, however, that would have been 
an unwarrantable interference with the sacred liberties of 
d^e people. I indulged them with a very significant glance, 
and at one moment was most strongly tempted to request 
them to hold their tongues. 

SatnrdajTf f^tUu 

The poor sick lady, whose pretty children I met run- 
ning about the stairs, sent to say she should be very glad 
if I would go in and see her ; I had had sundry inward 
promptings to this effect before, but was withheld by the 
real English dread of intruding. At eleven went to rehear- 
sal ; on my return, called on Mrs. . * * 



176 JOURNAL. 

She interested me most extremely ; I would have stayed 
long with her, but feared she might exhaust herself by the 
exertion of conversing. On my return to my own room 

I sent her Mr. 's annuals, and the volume of Mrs. 

Heman's poetry he leqt me. Began practising, when in 

walked that interesting youth, Mr. , with a nosegay 

as big as himself in his hand. Flowers, sweet, blooming, 
fresh, delicious flowers, in the last days of October ; the 
very sackcloth season of the year. How they do rejoice 
my spirit. He sat some time, making most excessively 
fine speeches to me ; while he was here, arrived an- 
other bouquet from my unknown friend ; how nice to be 
sure ! all but not knowing who they come from. When 

my visitor was gone, wrote to till dinner time. After 

dinner spent nearly the whole afternoon in dressing my 

pretty flowers. Sent some of them in to Mrs. . I don't 

know why, but it seemed a sad present to make to her, 
for I almost fear she will never see the blossoms of another 
year. Yet why do I say thatp— is not Heaven brighter than 
even this flowery earth? » « * 

******* 
Finished my letter to — *-, went to the theatre. My be- 
nefit, the Provoked Husband. The house was very good. 
I played so-so, and looked very nice. What fine breeding 
this play is to be sure ; it is quite refreshing to act it, but 
it must be heathen Greek to the American exclusives^ I 
should think. 



Snndajr, 98tli* 

Had only time to swallow a mouthful of breakfast, and 
ofi* to'church. I must say it requires a deal of fortitude to 
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go into an American chorch. There are no pew openers, 
aud the people appear to rash indifferently into any seats 
that are vacant We went into a pew where there were 
two women and a man, who did not take up one half of 
it ; bat who, nevertheless, looked most ungracious at our 
coming into it. They did not move to make way or ac- 
commodate us, but remained with very discourteous, un» 
christianlike sulkiness, spread over twice as much space 
as they required. The spirit of independence seems to 
preside paramount, even in the house of God. This con- 
gregation, by frequenting an Episcopalian temple, evi- 
dently professed the form of faith of the English church ; 
yet they neither uttered the responses, nor observed any one 
of the directions in the common prayer-book. Thus, during 
portions of the worship where kneeling is enjoined, they 
sat or stood ; and while the creed was being read, half the au- 
ditors were reclining comfortably in their pews. The same 
thbg with the psalms, and all parts of the service. I suppose 
their love of freedom will not suffer them to be amenable 
to forms, or wear the exterior of humbleness and homage, 
even in the house of the most high God.* The whole 



* Throughoat ftllthe northern states, and particakrly those of 
New England, the Unitarian form of faith prevuls very exten* 
sively. It appears to me adnurably suited to the spiritual ne- 
cessities of this portion of the Americans. They are a reasoning, 
not an imag^atiTe race ; moreover, they are a hard-working, not 
an idle one. It therefore suits theb necessities, as weU as thdr 
character, to have a religious creed divested at once of mysteries 
at which the rational mind excepts ; and of long and laborious 
ceremonies, which too often engross tiie time without the attention 
of the.worshipper. They are poor, too, comparatively speaking, 
and were they so inclined, could little afibrd, either tiie splendid 
pageantry which the Romish priesthood require, or the less gla- 
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appearance of the congregation was that of indifference, 
indolence, and irreverence, and was highly displeasing 40 
my eye. After church came home, and began writing to 
<-~— • <— — called ; he sat some time mending pens for 
me, and at half past one D*— -*, he, and I, packed our- 
selves into a coach, and proceeded on to Fair MoBUt, 
where we got out, and left ^e coach to wait for us. The 
day was bright and bitter cold ; the keen spirit-like wind 
came careering over the crisping waters of the broad river, 
and carried across the cloudless blue sky, the golden 
showers from the shivering woods. They had not lost 
their beauty yet; though some of their crimson robes 
were turned to palest yellow, and through the thin foliage, 
the dark boughs, and rugged barks showed distinctly, yet 
the sun shone joyfully on them, and they looked beautiful 
still ; and so did the water, curled into a thousand mimic 
billows, that came breaking their crystal heads along the 
curving shore, which, witli its shady indentings and bright 
granite promontories, seemed to lock the river in, and 
gave it the appearance of a lovely lake. We took the tow- 



ring, but not less expennve revenues which the Episcopalian 
dex^ enjoy. Their form of religion is a sunple one, a short one, 
and a cheap one. Without attempting to discuss its excellence 
in the abstract, it certamly appears to me to be as much fitted 
for this people, as the marvellous legends, and magnificent shows 
of the Romish church were to the eariy European nations. The 
church in America is not, as with us, made a mere means of living; 
there are no rich benefices, or over-swelled bbhopricks to be 
hoped for, by the man who devotes himself to the service of God's 
altar ; the pecuniary remuneration of the clergy depends upon 
the generosity of their congregations^ and, for the most part a sin- 
cere love of his vocation must be the American minister's reward, 
as it was his original instigation to the work. 
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path, by D— 's desire ; bat found (alas, that it is ever 
so) that it was distance lent enchantment to the view. 
For, though it was very pretty, it had lost some of the 
beauty it seemed to wear, when we looked down upon it 
from the woody heights that skirt the road. 

On we went, and I moderating our strides to keep 

pace with D ; and she, puffing, panting, and strug- 
gling on to keep pace with us ; yet I was perished, and she 
was half melted ; like all compromises, it was but a botched 
business. The wind was deliciously fresh, and I think, 
as we buffeted along in its very face, we' should have 
made an adniirable subject for Bunbury. I, with my bon- 
net off, my combs out, and all my hair flying about, hooked 

up to , who, willow-like, bent over me, to facilitate my 

leaching his arm. D following in the rear, her cap and 

hair half over her face, her shawl and clothes fluttering in the 
blast, her cheeks the colour of crimson, which, relieved by 
her green bonnet, whose sides she grappled tightly down 
to baulk the wind, had much the effect of a fine carna- 
tion bursting its verdant sheath. I never saw anything 
half so absurd in my life, as we all looked. Yet it was 
very pleasant and wholesome, good for soul and body. 

After walking for some time, I asked D the hour. It 

was three, and we were to dine at four, in order to accom- 
modate the servants, who in this land of liberty make 
complete slaves of their masters. Horror took possession 
of us, how were we ever to get back in time? To turn 
back was hopeless ; the endless curvings of the shore, 
however much we had admired their graceful sinuosities 
before, would now have appeared abominable to our 
straight-forward designs of home, so we agreed to climb 
the bill and take the upper road; and what a hill it was; 
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the sun poured his intenfle rays down upon it, and. what 
with the heat and the wind, and the steep path*way, I 
thought poor D — — would have died. We turned once 
as we reached the summit, and I never saw anything more 
lovely than the scene we were leaving behind us. The 
beautiful blue water winding far away between its woody 
shores ; close below the hill, a small reed«crowned island 
lying like a gem on the bright river, and a little beyond, 
the unfinished arches of a white bridge; the opposite 
shores were bathed with the evening light, and far away 
the varied colours of the autumnal woods were tinged with 
' the golden glory of sunset. But we were pursued by the 
thought of four o'clock, and paused but a moment. On 
we struggled, and at last my frozen blood began to warm ; 
and by the time we reached the carriage, I was in a fine 
glow. Certainly exercise is in itself very delightful, but 
in scenes like these, it is doubly so ; the spirit is roused 
to activity by the natural beauties around, and the fancy 
and feelings seem to acquire vigour from the quick circu- 
lation of the blood, and the muscular energy of the limbs; 
it is highly excellent.* We jumped into the coach, ad- 

* Whatever progress phrenology nuiy have made in the con- 
victions of people in general, it b much to be hoped, that the 
physiological principles to which, in the developement of their 
system, its professors constantly advert, may find favour even with 
those who are not prepared to admit the truth of the new philo- 
sophy of the human iutellect. While we have bodies as weU as 
souls, we must take care of the health of our bodies, if we wish 
our souls to be healthy. I have heard many people mention the 
intimate union of spirit and matter, displayed in the existence of a 
human being, as highly degrading to the former ; however that 
may be, it is certain that we by no means show our value for the 
one, by neglecting and maltreating the other ; and that if instead 
of lamenting over the unworthiness of the soul's fleshly partner. 
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coach, adjured the man by all the saints ia the calendar to 
put wings to his chariot wheels* and sat concocting pladsi- 
ble lies by way of excuses all the way home. At last we 
hit upon an admirable invention. The cause of our being 
so late was to be, that we stopped to render our assist^ 
ance in reviving an unfortunate young woman, (a lovely 
creature, of course,) who had thrown herself into the 
Schuylkill, in consequence of some love disappointment, 
and who was withdrawn just in time to be preserved. 

was to tell this story with the gravest faee he could 

summon for the occasion, while we went up to dress, and 
when wjs came down, we were to corroborate his state- 
ment as correctly as good chance might enable us. We 
dressed in half a minute, and found Mr. — — sitting with 
my father, and — *-*- looking amazingly demure. It 
seemed, however, that no remark had been made, nor 
question asked, about our protracted perambulations, so 
that we had actually thrown away all our ingenuity. This 
vexed me so much, that in the middle of dinner, I intro- 

we were to improve and correct, and endeavour to ennoble it, we 
should do the wiser thing. Upon a well-reg^ated digestion and dr- 
culation, iuid a healthful nervous system, many of our virtues de« 
pend, much of our happineasf and it is almost as impossible to pos- 
sess a healthy and vigorous mind in a diseased and debilitated body, 
as it is unusual to see a strong and healthful body allied to an in- 
temperate and iU-govemed spirit We have some value for the cas- 
ket which contains our jewel: then should we not have some for 
that casket to which the jewel absolutely adheres, and which can- 
not suffer injury itself without communicating it to that which it 
contains. Exercise, regularity and moderation in diet and sleep^ 
well-proportioned and varied studies and recreations, these are 
none of them subjects of trivial importance to the wise. Much of 
our ease and contentedness depends upon them; much of our well* 
being, much of our well-doing. 

16 
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duced th6 topic of drowning, and with a lamentable fjabce, 
related the circumstance ; but alas, one of my auditors was 
occupied with a matelotte d'anquilles, another with an 
oyster vol-au-vent, and all the pretty girls in creation might 
have been drowned, without the loss in any degree affect- 
ing the evident satisfaction which the above subjects of 
meditation seemed to afford the gentlemen ; what selfish 
brutes men are ! shocking. Our invention was thus twice 
thrown away ; one said " humph !" and the other " ha?" and 
that was the extent of their sympathy. After dinner, came 
up to my own room, lay down, and fairly slept till coffee 
was announced. Game down with half an eye open, and 
found the circle augmented by the delectable presence of 

Mr. . What an original that youth is. They talked 

politics, abused republicanism, lauded aristocracy, drank 
tea, took snuff, eat cakes, and pottered a deal; my father 
was going fast asleep, — - was making a thousand signs 

to me to go to the piano, when Mr. rose to depart : 

the other gentlemen took the hint, and left us at half past 
ten. 

TvescUy, aotihk 

At eleven o'clock went to rehearsal : came home, began 

letter to — ' — , called with my father upon Mrs. ; the 

servant committed that awiuUest of blunders, letting one into 
the house, and then finding out that nobody was at home.* 

* I think it has not been my good fortune, in more than tax 
instances, during my residence in this country, to find ladies *' at 
home" in the morning. The first reason for this is, the total im- 
posmbility of having a housekeeper ; the American servants stead- 
fksMy refiiang to obey two mistresses : the being subservient to 
any appears, indeed, a dreadful hardship to them.' Of course this 
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Game home, jM^actised for some time; all of a audden the 

door opened, and u walked Colonel ^ with my father. 

He had ju$t arrived from New York. He dined with us. 

After dinner, finished letter to . At six, went to the 

theatre. The house was very good; play, Much Ado 
about Nothing. I played well ; but what an audience it 
is. I have been often recommended, in cases of nervous* 
ness on the stage, to consider the audience as just so many 
cabbages, and indeed a small stretch of fancy would enable 

me to do so here. Colonel supped with us. Found 

an invitation to dinner from the , " One exception 

makes a mle," say the scholars; by that same token, 
therefore th« Phiiadelphians are about the most inhospitable 

compelB the lady of the house to enter into ail those minute, dsdly 
det^Sy whicti with us devolve upon the supenntendent servant, 
and she b tlkus condemned, at least for some part of the morning, 
to the store-iroom or the kitchen. In consequence of this, her toilet 
is seldom coinpleted until about to take her morning promenade^ 
and I have been a good deal surprised, more than once, at being 
told, when I called, that *• the ladies were dressing, but would be 
down immediately." This is French, the disorderly slouching 
about half the morning in a careless undress being, unluckily, 
quite compatible with that exquisite niceneiss of appearance with 
which the Parisian ladies edify their streets so much, and their 
homes so little. Another very disagreeable result of this arrange- 
ment is, that when you are admitted into a house in the morning, 
the rooms appear as if -they never were used? there are no books 
Ipng about, no work-tables covered with evidences of constant 
use, and if there is a piano, it is generally closed; the whole giv- 
ing one an uninhabited feel that is extremely uncomfortable. As 
to a mormng lounge in a lady's boudou*, or a gentleman's library, 
the thing *s unheard of; to be sure there are no loungers where 
every man is tied to a counting-house from morning till night; and . 
therefore no occasion for those very pleasant sanctums devoted to 
gossiping, political, literary, and scandalous. 
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set of people it ever was 1117 good fortone to faU in with.* 
Towards the end of supper, we fell into a strange discus- 
sion as to the nature of existence. A yain and fruitless 
talk, after all ; for life shall be happy or sad, not indeed 
according to its eyents, but according to the nature of the 

individuals to whom these eyents befall. Colonel 

maintained that life was in itself desirable ; abounding in 
blessings, replete with comforts, a fertile land, where still, 
as one joy decays, another springs up to flourish in its 
place. He said that he felt thankful every day, and every 
hour of the day, for his existence : that he feared death, 
only because life was an absolute enjoyment, and that he 
would willingly, to-morrow, accept the power of beginning 
his again, even though he should be placed on the world's 
threshold, a lonely, friendless beggar : so sure was he that 
his Jprospects would brighten, and friends spring up to him, 

* I am sure there is no town in Europe where my father could 
fix his residence for a week, without being immediately found out 
by most of the reddents of any literary acquirements, op knowledge 
of matters relating to art; I am sure that neither in France, Italy, 
or Germany, could he take up his abode in any city, without im- 
mediately being sought by those best worth knowing in it. I con- 
fess it surprised me, therefore, when I found that during a month's 
residence in Philadelphia, scarcely a creature came near us, and 
but one house was hospitably opened to us; as regards myself, I 
have no inclination, whatever, to speak upon the subject; but it 
gave me something like a feeling of contempt, not only for the 
charities, but for the good taste of the Pluladelphians, when I 
found them careless and indifferent towards one whose name 
alone is a passport into every refined and cultivated society in 
Europe. Every where else, in America, our reception was very 
diiferent; and I can only attribute the want of courtesy we met 
with in Philadelphia, to the greater prevalence of that very small 
spirit of dignity which is always afraid of committing itself. 
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and plenty reward labour, and life become pleasant, ere it 
had grown many years old. How widely human beings 
differ ! It was but an hour before, that I, in counting how 
many stars I had already seen go down below the horizon 
of existenee^— Weber, Lawrence, Scott, all of whom Ihave 

known, was. saying to D r-, " How sad a thing, and 

strange, life is ?" adding, what I repent me for, ** I wish 
that I Were dead !" Oh, how can any human being who 
looks abroad into the world, and within, upon himself, who 
sees the wondrous mystery of all things, the unabiding* 
ness which waits on all matter, the imperfection which 
clogs all spirit ; who notes the sovereignty of change over 
the inanimate creation, of disease, decay, and death over 
man's body ; of blindness and delusion over his mind, of 
sin over his soul ; who beholds the frailty of good men ; 
who feels the miserable inconsistency of his own nature ; * 
the dust and ashes of which our love, and what we love is 
made; the evil that, like an unwholesome corpse, still 
clings to our good ; the sorrow that, like its shadow, still 
walks behind our joy ; Oh, who that sees sdl this, can 
say that this life is other than sad — most sad. Yet, while I 
write this, God forbid that I should therefore want eyes to 
see, or sense to feel the blessings wherewith he has 
blessed it. The rewards with which he sweetens our 
task, the flowers wherewith he cheers our journey's road, 
the many props wherewith he supports our feet in it. Yet 
of all these, the sweetest, the brightest, the strongest, are 
those which our soul draws from him, the end of its de- 
sire, not those it finds here. And how should not that 
spirit yearn for its accomplishment. If we seek know- 
ledge here, a thousand mists arise between our incapable 
senses and the truth; how then, should we not wish to 
cast away this dariuiess, and soar to the fountains of all 
16 » 
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light? If we strive to employ those faculties which, being 
of our soul, haye the strength and enduring of immortality, 
the objects whereon we . expend them here, are vague, 
evanescent, disappointing; how then should we not de- 
sire to find food for our capacities, abiding as themselves ? 
If we long to love — ah, are not the creatures in whc&n we 
centre our affections frail, capable of change ; perishable, 
born to decay ; how then should we not look with uaut- 
terable yearning for that life- where affection is unchange- 
able, eternal. Surely, if all the hopes, the fears, the aims, 
the tendings of our soul, have but their beginning here, it 
is most natural, it is most fitting to turn to that future 
where they shall be fulfilled. But there lies a road 
between. * ♦ * * * 

« « « « « If, 

A breakT-a break — a break ! So much the better ; for the 
two last days have been nothing but annoyance, har^- 

work, and heartache. ^ * * * * 

« * * * * « 



Fridayt November 2ad* 

A bright sunny day ; too hot for a fire, windows open, 
shutters closed, and the room full of flowers. How the 
sweet summer time stays lingering here. Found Colonel 
—— in the drawing-room. After breakfast, began writing 

to — . Mr. called ; he stayed but a short time, and 

went out with Colonel -^. My father went out soon 

after, and I began to practise. Mrs. came in and sat 

with me ; she played to me, and sang « Should those fond 
hopes ever leave thee." Her voice was as thin as her 
pale transparent hands. She appeared tQ me much bet- 
ter than when last I saw her, but presently told me she 
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had just been swallowing eighty drops of laudanum, poor 
thing! When she was gone, went on practising, and 
writing, till my fa).her came home. WaJked with him 

and D to call on old lady — . The day was so hot 

that I could scarcely endure my boa. The election was 
going on ; the streets full of rabblement, the air full of 
huzzaing, and the sky obscured with star-spangled banners, 
and villanous transparencies of *' old Hickory,"* hung out 
in all directions. We went round the Town House, and 
looked at the window out of which Jefferson read the Act 
of Independence, that proclaimed the separation between 
England and America.! Called at a music-shop, tossed 

* The familiar appellation by which the democracy dMignate 
their favourite, General Jackson. The hickory wood is the tallest 
and the toughest possible, and by no means a bad type of some of 
the President's physical and moral attributes. Hickory poles, as 
they are called, are erected before most of the taverns frequented 
by the thorough-going Jacksonites, and they are sometimes sur- 
mounted by the glorious ''Ca^) of Liberty," that much abused 
symbol, which has presided over so many scenes of political 
frenzy. 

f In beholding this fine young giant of a world, with all its mag- 
mficent capabilities for greatness, I think every Englishman must 
feel unmingled regret at the unjust and unwise course of policy 
wluch alienated such a child fi*om the parent government. But, 
at the same time, it is imposable to avoid aeeing that some other 
course must, ere long, have led to the same result, even if Eng- 
land had pursued a more maternal course of conduct towards 
America. No one, beholding this enormous country, stretching 
from ocean to ocean, watered with ten thousand glorious rivers, 
combining every variety of climate and soil; therefore, every 
variety of produce and population; possessing within itself every 
resource that other nations are forced either to buy abroad, or to 
create substitutes for at home; no one, seeing the internal wealth 
of America, the abundant fertility of the eartii's surface, the riches 
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oyer heaps of music, bought some, and ordered some to 
be sent home for me. to look over. Game home, put out 
things for the theatre. Dined at three. * * 



heaped bejk>w it, the unparalled facUities for the intercourse of men, 
and the interchange of their possessions throughout its vast extent, 
can for an instant indulge the thought that such a country was ever 
destined to be an appendage to any other in the world, or that any 
chun of circumstances whatever could have long maintained in 
dependance a people furnished with every means of freedom and 
greatness. But far from regretting that America has thrown off 
her allegiance, and regarding her as a rebellious subject, andure- 
verent child; England will surely, ere long, learn to look upon this 
country as the inheritor of her g'loryt the youngs England, des- 
tined to perpetuate the language, the memory, the virtues of the 
noble land from which she is descended. Loving and honouring 
my country, as I do, I cannot look upon America with any feeling 
o^hoatility. I not only hear the voice of England in the language 
of this people, but I recognize in all their best qualities, their in- 
dustry, their honesty, their sturdy independence of spuit, the very 
witnesses of their origin, they are English; no other people in the 
world would have licked us as they did; nor any other people in 
the world, built up upon the ground they won, so sound, and 
strong, and fair an edifice. 

^With regard to what I have said in the beginning of this note, 
of the many reasons which combined to render this country inde- 
pendent of all others; I think they in some measure teU against 
tlie probability of its long remaining at unity with itself. Such 
numerous and clashing interests; such strong and opposite indi- 
viduality of character between the northern and southern states; 
above all, such enormous extent of country; seem rationally to 
present many pomts of insecurity; many probabilitiea of separa- 
tions and breakings asunder; but all this lies far on, and I leave it 
to those vho have good eyes for a distance. 
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Received another be^autiful nosegay. After dinner, went 

on with letter to , tried over my music ; Heber's song 

that I wanted is not among them. At six, went to the 
theatre. The sunset was glorious, tlie uprising of the 
moon most beautiful. There is an intensity, an earnest* 
ness about the colour of the sky, and the light of its bright 
inhabitants here, that is lovely and solemn, beyond any 
thing I ever saw. Can Italy have brighter Heavens than 
these ? surely, nothing can exceed the beauty of these days 
and nights. We were obliged to go all manner of round- 
abouts to the play-house, in order to avoid the rabble that 
choked up the principal streets. I, by way of striking 
salutary awe into the hearts of all rioters who might come 
across our path, brandished my father's sword out of the 
coach window the whole way along. The play was 
Venice Preserved, my father played Jaffier. • * 



I played pretty well. The house was very good ; but at 
Uie end I really was half dead. * * 

On our return home, met a procession of electioneerers 
carrying triangular paper lanthorns upon poles, with 
" sentiments" political scribbled thereon, which, however, 
I could not distinguish. Found a most exquisite nosegay 
waiting for me at home, so sweet, so brilliant, so fragrant, 
and fresh. » » « * * 

« » « « « « « 

Found nothing for supper that I could fancy. Drank 
some tea, wrote journal. Colonel ^ came in after sup- 
per, and wondered that I had played better to my father^s 
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Jaffier, than to Mr. Keppel's. Heaven Uess &e woridt 
for a conglomerated amalgamaHon oi fools ! 

]!Ioaday« 5tli« 

Guy Fawlk'fl day, and no squibs, no firing of pistols, no 
bonfires, nor parading about of ferocious looking straw 
men. Ah ! these poor people never had a king and two 
houses of parliament, and don't know what a mercy it is 
they weren't blown up before they passed the reform bill. 
Now if such an accident should occur to them, they'd all be 
sure to be blown straight into heaven, and hang there. Bose 
at half past five. Oh, I quite agree with the Scotch song, 

"Up m the morning's na for me, 
Up in the morning earlyi 
Vd rather watch a winter's night, 
Than rise in the morning early." 

Dressed myself by candlelight. Mrs. -«-^— sent in to ask 
me if I would see her, but I had not time. Sent her a 
note, and received in exchange, the seed, of what I suspect 
is the wood laurel common in this, country, but unknown 
in our's. Started from the Mansion House, (which is a 
very nice inn, kept by the dvilest of people,) at six, and 
reached the quay just in time to meet the first rosy break- 
ing of the clouds over the Delaware. * * 
« » « » « » • 
« * * « • * * 
I am sorry to leave Philadelphia.^ I like the town, and 
the little I have seen of its inhabitants, very much ; I mean 
in private, for they are intolerable audiences. There is an 
air of stability, of well to do, and occasionally of age in the 
town, that reminds me of England. Then, as far as my 
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yBstedby '8 dittHer will allow me to judge, I should say, thit 
not only the style of living, but the society was 6uperi<Mr 
to that which I saw in New York. Certainly, both the 
entertainment itself, and the guests, were irreproachable ; 
the first was in very good taste, the latter appeared to me 
well-informed, and very agreeable. The morning, in 

spite of all *s persuasive prophecies, was beautiful 

beyond description* The river like the smoothest glass. 
The sky was bright and cloudless, and along the shores, 
the distinctness with which each smallest variation <^ 
form) or shade of colour, was reflected in the clear mir» 
Yor of the Delaware, was singularly beautiful and fairy- 
like. The tints of the woods were what no words can 
convey the slightest idea of. Now, a whole track of 
withered oaks, of a red brick hue, like a forest scorched 
with fire ; now, a fresh thicket of cedars, of the brightest 
green; then wide screens of mingled trees, where the 
foliage was one gorgeous mixture of vermilion, dark 
maroon, tender green, golden yellow, and deep geranium. 
The whole land at a distance appearing to lie under an 
atmosphere of glowing colour, richer than any crimson 
mantle that ever clothed the emperors of the olden world; 
all this, illuminated by a sun, which we should have 
thought too hot for June. It was very beautiful. I did 
not, however, see much of it, for I was overcome with 
fatigue, and slept, both in the steamboat, and in the stage 
coach. When we embarked on the Raritan, I had in* 
tended lying down in the cabin, and taking my sleep fairly 
out, but the jolting of those bitter roads had made every 
one of the women sick, and the cabin was horrible beyond 
expression. Came up on deck, and woiked till within a 
qnarter of a mile of New York, when I went on the upper 
deck, and walked about with Colonel . I asked Captain 
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Seymoar ho^ often the engine would strike in a minute, 
he told me thirty-six times. By the bye, we had a race 
coming down the Raritan, with the Union steamboat. 
The Water Witch beat her hollow, but she came sa near 
as to make our water rough, and so impede our progress, 
that I thought we should have had a concussion ; there is 
something very exciting in emulation, certainly. The 
sun went down in a watery, gloomy sky, though the day 
had been so fine ; and when we got sight of the narrows, 
sky, and sea, and land, were all of a dark leaden hue. 
Our second landing at New York was rather melancholy ; 
shall I ever forget the first ! Came up to our comfortless 
quarters at the American; dressed, and dined, and began 

finishing my letter to dear , when they brought me 

in another from her, by the packet that has just come in. 



4 Tn»§itMyf Btlit 

It poured with rain. Lucky we did not follow 's ad- 
vice, else we should have been miserably progressing 
through rain and wretchedness, or perhaps sticking fast in 
the mud. Went and took a warm bath; came home, 
breakfasted; after breakfast practised for an hour, finished 

letter to , wrote to my mother, dined at five. After 

dinner, Colonel called, and very nearly caused a 

blow up between me and my father ; he came preaching 
to me the necessity of restoring those lines of Bianca's 
in the judgment scene, which were ori^nally omitted, 
afterwards restored by me at Milman's request, and again 
cut out, on finding that they only lengthened the scene, 
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without producing the slightest effect. My father appeared 
perfectly to agree with me, but added that I might as well 
oblige the people. I straightforth said I would do no such 
thing. People sitting before the curtain, must not come 
and tell me what I am to do behind it. Not one out of a 
hundred, in the first place, understand what they are talk- 
ing about ; and why, therefore, am I to alter my work at 
their suggestion, when each particular scene has cost me 
more consideration than they ever bestowed upon any 
whole play in all their lives. Besides, it would be with 
me and my parts, as with the old man, his son, and his ass, 
in the fable of old ; I should never have done altering, and 
yet never satisfy any body, for the most universal talent I 
know of, is that of finding fault. So, all things well con- 
sidered, the good New Yorkians must e'en be contented 
with the judgment of Miss O'Neill, my father, and their 
obedient humble servant. Worked till tea time ; after tea, 
wrote letters till now, bed time. 



Our breakfast was so bad, none of us could eat anything. 
Afler breakfast, despatched letters to Mr. , for Eng- 
land. Practised for an hour, — sketched for an hour. 

* ****** 

At half past one, went out with my father to walk on the 

Battery, while Colonel and D went to , 

to see if we could get decent lodgings, and wholesome 
eatables there. The day was melancholy, grey, cold ; 
with a full, fresh wind, whirling the rattling leaves along, 
and rippling the leaden waters of the wide estuary that 
17 



194 JOVRMAL. 

opens before this beautiful parade. The Jersey shore and 
Staten bland, with their withered woods all clothed in 
their dark, warm, autumnal hues, at a distance reminded 
me of the heathery hills of Scotland ; they had that dark 
purple richness of colouring. » ♦ ♦ 

« * * * * 1^ 

• *•«•** 

D and Colonel — joined us, and we walked up 

Broadway together ; my father left me to go with them, 
and look at our proposed dwelling. It is all in vain strug- 
gling with one's fate ; 'tis clear they haven't the most dis- 
tant idea of the comforts of life in these parts. Darkness, 
dinginess, and narrowness, were the attributes of the apart- 
ments into which we were shown ; then, as the Colonel 
had never eaten in the house, he did not know what our 
food might be — ^pleasant this ! Eeaolved, that we were 
better off where we are, and so returned to the American. 

Sketched and practised for some time longer. Mr. 

called to go with my father to Mrs. ^'s, where they 

were to dine. He certainly is one of the handsomest men 
I ever saw, but he looks half dead, and is working himself 
to death, it should seem. » « * * 

« « « « « 4^ 

He told me that Boston was the most charming town in I 
America. « » * * * 

Put away things, while D unpacked them. Dressed 

for dinner. Dined at five ; afterwards proceeded in the 
unpacking and stowing away. * * m 

» » « * * ' » 

I was interrupted by the announcement of an incompre- 
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henstble cognomen, which solved itself in the shape of 

Mr. , who walked ip, sat down, and began talking a 

deal of nonsense. I worked, that I might not go to sleep. 
He was most exceedingly odd, and dauldrummish. I 
think he was a little " how com'd you so indeed." He , 
sat very near me, spoke exceedingly drowsily, and talked 
an amazing quantity of thickish philosophy, and moral and 
sentimental potter. I bore it, as well as I could, till ten 
o'clock, when I asked him how long it was " reckoned" 
discreet, in this country, to prolong evening visits ; where- 
upon he arose and took his departure. * * 
# # # # # # 

Worked at the ornaments of my Bianca dress, finished 
one, and wrote journal. 

ThnrMday^ 8tlu 

After breakfast, worked at my dress till late ; Mr. 

called. Put away goods and chattels ; put out things for 

the theatre. A brother of Mr. called upon us, and 

sat some time ; when he was gone, came back to my room 
to finish the ornaments for my dress. This day has been 
spent in the thorough surroundings of my vocation ; foil 
stone, glass beads, and brass tape ! — came just be- 
fore dinner ; and at the end of it. Colonel called. 

He read us a paragraph in one of the Philadelphia papers, 
upon me, and all my good parts ; there was actually a 
column of them. It was well written, for I was absolute 
perfection ; excepting, indeed, in one respect, the hauteur 
and disdain with which I had treated the *' rank and fashion 
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of Philadelphia." Now this was not true, for, to speak 
candidly, I did not know that there were such things as 
rank and fashion in all America. However, the article 
made me laugh extremely, for, as I could not help observ- 
ing, '* there are real lords and ladies in my country.'** 



* I think the pretension to pre-enunence, in the various socie- 
ties of North America, is founded on these grounds. In Boston, a 
greater degree of mental cultivation; in New York, the possesion 
of wealth; and a lady, of whom I inquired the other day, what 
constituted the superiority of the arittocraey in Philadelphia, re- 
plied, " Why birth, to be sure." Virginia and Carolina, indeed, 
long prided themselves upon their old fanuly names, which were 
once backed by large possessions; and for 'many years the 
southern gentlemen might not improperly be termed the aris- 
tocracy of America ; but the estates of those who embraced the 
king^s cause during the rebellion were confiscated ; and the an- 
nulling the laws of entail and primogeniture, and the parcelling 
out of property under the republican form of government, have 
gradually destroyed the fortunes of most of the old southern fami- 
lies. Still, they hold fast to the spirit of their former superiori^, 
and from thb circumstance, and the possession of slaves, which 
exempts them from the drudgery of earning their livelihood, they 
are a much less mercantile race of men than those of the northern 
states; generally better informed, and infinitely more polished in 
their manners. The few southerners with whom I have become 
acquainted resemble Europeans both in their accomplishments, 
and the quiet and reserve of their manners. On my remarking, 
one day, to a Philadelphia gentieman, whose general cultivation 
keeps pace with his political and financial talents, how angular 
the contrast was between the levelUng spirit of this government, 
and the separating and dividing spirit of Anierican society ; he 
replied, that if his many vocations allowed him time, he should 
like to write a novel illustrating the curious struggle .which ex- 
ists throughout this country, between its political and its social 
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Came to 1117 own room,— refurbished my green velvet bon- 
net. 'Tis a worthy old thing that, and looks amazingly 
well. The cold weather is setting in very bitterly to-day ; 
we were obliged to have a fire. Heard my father his part : 
whilst saying it, he received a^snbpoena on some business 
between Mr. — and Mr. — . At a 'quarter to six, 
went to the theatre. Play, Fazio; house very fine; 
dress like a bonfire. I played well, but'then my father was 
the Fazio. The people cried abundantly. Mrs. —— was 
shocked at having to play that naughty woman Aldabella, (I 
wish they would let me try that part,) and when the Duke 
dismissed her in the last scene, picked up her train, and 
flounced off in a way that made the audience for to laugh. 

Coming home, Mr. overtook us. My father asked 

him in, but he excused himself; before, however, we 
were well seated, he had repented the refusal, and came 

rushing back. Colonel came in, and they bo^ of 

them supped with us, discussing many matters of pith. 
Received a nosegay, as big as myself, of dahlias and other 
autumnal flowers. » * * * 

. • • • • • • * 

"J^he moon is resplendent ! the earth is flooded with her 
cold light, — ^beautiful ! By the bye, last nighty at three 
o'clock this morning, J was awakened by music. It was 
a military band playing Yankee Doodle, the national 
anthem of the Americans, accompanied by the tramp of a 
considerable body of men. They took the direction of the 

inttitatbiis. The anomaly is indeed striking. Democracy go- 
loemsthe land; whilst, throughout society, a contniy tendency 
shows itself, wherever it can obtain the very smallest opportunity. 
It is unfortunate for America, that its aristocracy iQUst^ of neoes* 
sity, be always one of wealth. 

17* 
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Park, and there halted, when I heard a single voice 
haranguing for a length of time, with occasional interrup- 
tions of vehement huzzas, and rolling of drums. And 
anon, the march struck up again, grew faint, and died into 
the stillness of night. * » * » 

« > « « « * * 

^ was much bounden to the Jacksonites, who are carrying 
it, by fair means or foul. One man, I was assured, voted 
nine times over ! He was an Irishman, and it is to be pre^ 
sumed, a tailor. 

Saturday, lOOu 

Skipped yesterday; so much the better, for though it 
began, like May, with flowers and sunshine, it ended 
like December, with the sulks, and a fit of crying. The 
former were furnished me by my friends and heaven, the 
latter, by myself and the devil. # « * 



At six o^clock D roused me; and grumpily enough I 

arose. I dressed myself by candlelight in a hurry. Really 
by way of a party of pleasure, 'tis too abominable to get 
up in the middle of the night this fashion. At half past 

six, Colonel came, and as soon as I could persuade 

myself into my clothes, we set off to walk to the quay. 
Just as w^ were nearing the bottom of Barclay street, ^e 
bell rang from the steamboat, to summon all loiterers on 
board ; and forthwith we rushed, because in this country 
steam and paddles, like wind and tide in others, wait for 
no man. We got on board in plenty time, but D— — 
was nearly killed with the pace at which we had walked, in 
order to do so. One of the first persons we saw was Mr. 
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, who was going up to his father's place beyond West 

Point, by n^e Hyde Park, which sounds mighty magnifi- 
cent. I did not remain long on the second deck, but 
ascended to the first with Colonel , and paced to and 

fro with infinite zeal till breakfast time. The morning 
was gray and sad looking, and I feared we should not have 
a fine day : however, towards eight o'clock the grey clouds 
parted, and the blue, serene eyes of heaven looked down 
upon the waters, the waves began to sparkle, though the 
sun had not yet appeared ; the sky was lighter, and faint 
shadows began to appear beside the various objects that 
surrounded us, all which symptoms raised our hopes of 
the weather. At eight o'clock we went down to breakfast. 
Nobody who has not seen it, can conceive the strange 
aspect of the long room of one of these fine boats at 
meal-time. The crowd, the hurry, the confusion of 
tongues, like the sound of many waters, the enormous 
consumption of eatables, the mingled demands for more, 
the cloud of black waiters hovering down the sides of the 
immense tables, the hungry, eager faces seated at them, 
form altogether a most amusing subject of contemplation, 
and a caricaturist would find ample matter for his vein in 
almost every other devouring countenance. As far as re- 
gards the speed, safety, and convenience with which these 
vessels enable one to perform what would be in any other 
conveyance most fatiguing journeys, they are admirable 
inventions. The way in which they are conducted, too, 
deserves the highest commendation. Nothing can exceed 
the comfort with which they are fitted up, the skill with 
which they are managed, and the order and alacrity with 
which passengeris are taken up from, or landed at the 
various points along the river^ The steamer goes at the 
rate of fifteen miles an hour, and in less than two minutes 
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w)ien approaching any place of landing, the engine stops, 
the boat is lowered — ^the captain always convoys his pas- 
sengers himself from the steamer to the shore— away darts 
the tiny skiff, held by a rope to the main boat; as soon as 
it grazes the land, its freight, animate and inanimate, is 
bundled out, the boat hauls itself back in an instant, and 
immediately the machine is in motion, and the vessel again 
bounding over the water like a race-horse.* Doubdess all 
this has many and great advantages ; but to an English per- 
son, the mere circumstance of being the whole day in a 
crowd, is a nuisance. As to privacy at any time, or under 
any circumstances, 'tis a thing that enters not into the ima- 
gination of an American. They do not seem to compre- 
hend that to be from sunrise to sunset one of a hundred 
and fifty people confined in a steamboat, is in itself a great 
misery, or that to be left by oneself and to oneself, can 
ever be desirable. They live all the days of their lives in a 
throng, eat 4it ordinaries of two or three huiidred, sleep 
five or six in a room, take pleasure In droves, and travel 
by swarms.t « « » » » 

* Of coane the captain is undisputed maiter of the boat, and 
any disorders, quarrels, etc., ^hich may arise, are settled by his 
a^ithority. Any passenger, guilty of nusbehaviour, is either con- 
fined, or sent immediately on shore, no matter how far firom his 
intended destination. I once saw very summary justice performed 
on a troublesome fellow who was disturbing the whole society on 
board one of the North River steamers. He was put into the small 
boat with the Captain and a stout looking sidlor, and very com- 
Ibrtably deposited on some rafts which were floating along ahoKy 
about twenty miles below West Point, whither he was bound. 

f The quantity of one*s companions in these conveyances, is 
not more objectionable than th^ quality sometimes. As they 
are the only velucles, and the fares charged are extremely low, it 
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In spite, therefore, of all its advantages, this mode of jour- 
neying has its drawbacks. And the greatest of all, to me, 
is the being companioned by so many strangers, who 
crowd about you, pursue their conversation in your very 
ears, or, if they like it better, listen to yours, stare you out 
of all countenance, and squeeze you out of all comfort. It 
is perfectly intolerable to me ; but then I have more than 
even the national English abhorrence of coming in contact 
with strangers. There is no moment of my life when I 
would not rather be alone, than in company ; and feeling, 
as I often do, the society of even those I love a burthen, 
the being eternally surrounded by indifferent persons, is 
a positive suffering that interferes with every enjoyment, 
and makes pleasure three parts endurance. I think this 
constant living in public is one reason why the young 
women here are much less retiring and shy than English 
girls. Instead of the domestic privacy in which women 
among us are accustomed to live and move, and have 

their being, here they are incessantly, as Mr. says, 

** en evidence," Accustomed to the society of strangers, 
mixing familiarly with persons of whom they know no- 
thing earthly, subject to the gaze of a crowd from morning 
till night, pushing, and pressing, and struggling in self- 
defence, conversing, and being conversed with, by the 
chance companions of a boarding-house, a steamboat, or 
the hotel of a fashionable watering-place ; they must neces- 
sarily lose everything like reserve or bashfulness of deport- 

followis, neceasarily, that all classes and sorts of people congre- 
gate in them, from the ragged Irish emigrant, and the boorish 
back-countryman, to the gentleman of the Senate, the Supreme 
Court, and the president himself. 
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ment, and become free and familiar in their manners, and 
noisy and unrefined in their tone and style of conversa- 
tion.* An English girl of sixteen, put on board one of 
these Noah's arks, (for verily there be clean and unclean 
beasts in them,) would feel and look like a scared thing. 
To return to our progress. After losing sight of New 

• The manners of the young girls of America appear singulariy 
free to foreigners, and until they become better acquainted with 
the causes which produce so unrestrained a deportment, they are 
liable to take disadvantageous and mistaken impressions with re- 
gard to them. The term which I should say applied best to the 
tone and carriage of American ^Is from ten to eighteen, is hoy- 
denisb ; laughing, giggling, romping, flirting, screaming at the top 
of their voices, running in and out of shops, and spending a very 
considerable portion of their time in lounging about in the streets. 
In Philadelplua and Boston, almost all the young ladies attend 
classes or day schools, and in the latter place, I never went out, 
morning, noon, or eveiung, that I did not meet, in some of the 
streets round the Tremont House, a whole bevy of young school 
girls, who were my very particular friends, but who, under pre- 
text of going to, or returning from school, appeared to me to be 
always laughing, and talking, and running about in the. public 
thoroughfares ; a system of education which we should think by 
no meaps desirable. The entire liberty which the majority of 
young ladies are allowed to assume, at an age when in England 
they would be under strict nursery discipline, appears very extra- 
or(Unary; they not only walk alone in the streets, but go out into 
society, where they take a determined and leading part, without 
either mother, aunt, or chaperon of any sort; custom, which ren- 
ders such an appendage necessary with us, entirely dispenses with 
it here ; and though the reason of this is obvious enough in the 
narrow circles of these small towns, where every body knows 
every body, the manners of the young ladies do not derive any 
additional charm from the perfect self-possession which they thus 
acquire. Sh3rne8s appears to me to be a quality utterly unknown 
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York, the river becomes narrower in its bed, and the 
banks on either side assume a higher and more rocky ap- 

to either man, woman, or child in America. The ^rls, from the 
reasons above stated, and the boys, from beings absolutely thrown 
into the world, and made men of business before they are sixteen, 
are alike deficient in anything like diffidence ; and I really have 
been all but disconcerted at the perfect assurance with which 
I have been addressed, upon any and every subjept, by little 
men and women just half w^y through their teens. That very 
common character amongst us, a shy man, is not to be met with 
in these latitudes. An American conversing on board one of 
theiif steamboats is immediately surrounded, particularly if his 
conversation, though strictly (Erected to one individual, is of a 
poHtical nature; in an instant a ring of spectators is formed round 
him, and whereas an Englishman would become silent at the very 
first appearance of a hstener, an American, far from seeming 
abashed at this *< audience,'' continues his discourse, which thus 
assumes the nature of an harangue, with perfect equanimity, and 
feels no annoyance whatever at having unfolded his private opi- 
nions of men and matters to a circle of forty or fifty people whom 
they could in no possible way concern. Speechifying is a very 
favourite species of exhibition with the men here, by the bye, 
and besides being self-possessed, they are all remarkably fluent. 
Really eloquent men are just as rare in this country as in any 
other, but the ** |^ft of the gab" appears to me more widely dis- 
seminated amongst Americans, than any other people in the world. 
Many things go to make good speakers of them, great acuteness, 
and sound common sense, sufficient general knowledge, and great 
knowledge of the world, an intense interest in every political 
measure, no matter how trivial in itself, no sense of bashfulness, 
and a great readiness of expression. But to return to the man- 
ners of the young American girls : — ^it is Rousseau, I think, who 
says, ** Dans un pays ou les mocurs sont pures, les filles seront 
faciles, et les femmes severes.'' This applies particularly well to 
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pearaoce. A fine range of basaltic rock, called the Palisa- 
does, rising to a height of some hundred ifeet, (I guess,) 
immediately from the water on the left, forms a natural 
rampart, overhanging the river for several miles. The co- 
lour of the basalt was gr^nish grey, and contrasted finely 
with the opposite shore, whose softer undulations were yet 
clothed with verdure, and adorned with patches of wood- 
land, robed in the glorious colours of an American autumn. 
While despatching breakfast, the reflection of the sun*s 
rays on the water flickered to and fro upon the cabin ceiling, 
and through the loop-hole windows we saw the bright foam 

the carriage of the American women ; when remarking to a 
gentleman once the difference between the manners of my own 
young countrywomen and his, I expressed my disapprobation of 
the education which led to such a result, he replied, " You forget 
the comparatively pure state of morals in our country, which ad- 
mits of this degree of freedom in our young women, without its 
rendering them liable to insult or misconstruction." This is true, 
and it is also most true, for I have seen repeated instances of it, 
that those very g^rls, whose manners have been most displeasing 
to my European ways of feeling, whom I shoidd have pointed out 
as romps and flirts pre-eminent, not only make excellent wives, 
but from the very moment of their marriage, seem to forsake 
society, and devote themselves exclusively to household duties 
and retirement. But tliat I have seen and known of repeated in- 
stances of this, I could scarcely have believed it, but it is the case; 
and a young American lady, speaking upon this subject, said to 
me, "We enjoy ourselves before marriage ; but in your country, 
^rls marry to obtain a grater degree of freedom, .and indulge in 
the pleasures and dissipations of society.'' She was not, I think, 
greatly mistaken. 



round the paddles sparkling like frothed gold in the mom* 
ii^ light. On our return to the deck, the face of the 
world had become resplendent with the glorious sunshine 
that now poured from the east ; and rock and river, earth 
and sky, shone in intense and dazzling brilliancy. The 
broad Hadson curled into a thousand crisp billows under 
the fresh north-wester that blew over it. The vaporous 
exhalations of night had melted from the horizon, and the 
bold, rocky range of one shore, and exquisite rolling out- 
line of the other, stood out in fair relief against the deep 
serene of the blue heavens. * » * 



I remained on deck without my bonnet, walking to and 
fro, and enjoying the delicious wind that was as bracing as 

a shower-bath. Mr. most civilly offered me, when I 

returned to New York, the use of a horse, and himself as 
escort to a beautiful ride beyond Hoboken, which proffer 
was very gratefully received by me. Colonel intro- 
duced me to an old man of the name of . * 



A jester, and a long story-teller ;-*a man whom it would be 
awfal to meet when you were too late for dinner, still 
more awful on your progress to a rendezvous ; — ^a man to 
whom a listener is a God-send, and a button an anchor of 
discoursing for half a day. He made me laugh once or 
twice heartily. As we passed the various points of the 
river, to which any interest, legendary or historical, at- 
tached, each of my three companions, drew my attention 
to it ; and I had, pretty generally, three variations of the 
same anecdote at each point of observation. On we boil- 

18 
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ed pait Spitendevil creek,* where the waters of the broad 
Hudson, join those of the East River, and circle with 
their silver arms the island of Manhattan. Past the last 
stupendous reach of the Palisadoes, which, stretching out 
into an endless promontory, seems to grow with the 
mariner's onward progress, and bean witness to the jus- 
tice with which Hudson, on his exploring voyage up the 
river, christened it, the ** weary point." Past the thick 
masses of wood that mark the shadowy site of Sleepy 
Hollow.t Past the marble prison of Sing Sing ; and Tarry- 
town, where poor Andre was td^eu, and on the opposite 
shore, saw the glimmering white buildings, among which 
his tomb reposes.- — By the by, for a bit of the marvellous, 
which I dearly love. I am credibly informed, that on the 
day the traitor Arnold died, in England, a thunderbolt struck 
the tree that grew above Andre's tomb here, on the shores 
of the Hudson — nice, that ! Crossed the broad, glorious, 
Tappan Sea, where the shores receding, form a huge basin, 
where the brimming waters roll in an expanse of lake-like 
width, yet hold their rapid current to the ocean, themselves 
a running sea. The giant shadows of the mountains on 
the left, falling on the deep basin at their feet, the trium- 
phant sunlight that made the restless mirror that reflected 
it too bright for the eye to rest upon, the sunny shores to 
the right, rising and falling in every exquisite form that 
hill and dale can wear, the jutting masses of granite, glit- 
tering like the diamond rocks of fairy-land, in the sun, the 
golden waves flinging themselves up every tiny crevice, 
Hie glowing crimson foliage of the distant woods, the firesh 

* For the origin of this curious name see that interesting and 
venunouB work, the history of Kmckerbocker. 
f Fmboos as the tcene of lohabod Gtane's exploits. 



JOURNAL* SOT 

vivid green of the cedars, that rifted their strong roots in 
every stony cleft, and threw a semblance of sammer over 
these November days — all, all was beautiful, and full of 
brightness. "We passed the light-house of Stony Point, 
now tlie peaceful occupant of the territory, where the blood 
in English veins was poured out by English hands, during 
the struggle between old established tyranny and the infant 
liberties of this giant world. Over all and each, the 
blessed sky bent its blue arch, resplendently clear and 
bright, while far away the distant summits of the High- 
lands rose one above another, shutting in the world, and 
almost appearing as though each bend of the river must 
find us locked in their shadowy circle, without means of 
onward progress. * « « * 

* m * * « « # 

« « « « « « 

At every moment the scene varied ; at every moment new 

beauty and grandeur was revealed to us ; at every moment 

the delicious lights and shadows fell with richer depth and 

brightness upon higher openings into the mountains, and 

fiaiirer bends of the glorious river. At about a quarter to 

eleven the buildings of West Point were seen, perched upon 

the rock side, overhanging the water; above, the woody 

rise upon whose summit stands the large hotel, the favourite 

resort of visitors during the summer season ; rising again 

above this, the ruins of Fort Putnam, poor Andre's prison* 

hpuse, overlooking the Hudson and its shores ; and tower* 

ing high beyond them all, the giant hills, upon whose 

brown shoulders the trees looked like bristles standing up 

against the sky. We left the boat, or rather she left us, 

and presently we saw her holding her course far up the 

bright water, and between the hills ; where, framed by the 

dark mountains with the sapphire stream below and the 
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sapphire sky above, lay the bright little town of New* 
burgh, with its white buildings glittering in the sunshine^ 

**%**% 

We toiled up the ascent, which, though by comparison 
with its oyerpeering fellows inconsiderable, was a suffi- 
ciently fatiguing undertaking under th^ unclouded weather 
and over the unshaded downs that form the parade ground 
for the cadets. West Point is a military establishment con- 
taining some two hundred and fifty pupils ; who are here 
educated for the army under the superintendence of expe- 
rienced officers.* The buildings, in which they reside 

* If the results answer to the means employed, the pupils of 
West Point ought to turn out accompUshed scholars ia every 
branch of human learning, as well as ripe sol(Uers and skilful 
eng^eers. Their course of education consists of almost 'every 
study within the range of man's capacity, and as the school dis- 
cipline is unusually strict, their hours of labour many, and of re- 
creation v6ry few, they should be able to boast of many *• wise 
men" among their number. However it is here, I imagine, as 
elsewhere; where studies are pursued laboriously for a leng^ 
of time, variety becomes a necessary relief to the mental powers^ 
and so far the multiplicity of objects of acquirement may be ex- 
cused; but surely, to combine in the education of one youth, the 
elements of half a dozen sciences, each one of which would wear 
out a man's life in the full understanding of it, is not the best system 
of instruction. However, *tb the one now universally adopted; 
and tends to pve more smatterers in science, than scientific men 
to the world. The military part of their education is, however, 
what the pupils of West Point are most exercised in, and so far 
as one so ignorant of such matters as myself can judge, I should 
imagine the system adopted calculated to make expert artillery- 
men and engineers of them. Their deportment, and the way 
they went through their evolutions on the parade, did not appear 
to me very steady-^ere was a want of correctness of carriage. 
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and pursue their vsurious studies, stand upon a grassy knoU 
holding the top of the rocky bank of the river, and corn** 
manding a niost enchanting view of its course. They 
are not particularly extensive ; but commodious and well- 
ordered. I am told they have a good library, but on 
reaching the dwelling of Mr. Gozzens (proprietor of the 
hotel, which being at this season shut, he received us most 
hospitably and courteously in his own house), I felt so 
weary, that I thought it impossible I should stir again for 
the whole day, and declined seeing it. I had walked on 
the deck at an amazing pace, and with^t once sitting down 
from eight o'clock till eleven ; and I think must nearly 

have killed Colonel , who was my companion during 

this mareh. However, upon finding that it wanted full 
an hour till dinner time, it was agreed that we should go 
up to the fort, and we set off under the guidance of one of 
Mr. Cozzen's servants, who had orders not to go too fast 
with us. Before turning into the woods that cover the 
foot of the mountain, we followed a bit of road that over* 
hung the river ; and stealing over its sleepy-looking waters, 
where shone like stars, the white sails of many a tiny 
skiff, came the delicious notes of a bugle-horn. The^ 
height at which we stood above the water prevented the 
ear being satisfied with the complete subject of the 
musician, but the sweet, broken tones that came rising 
from the far down thickets that skirted the river, bad more 
harmony than a distinct and perfect strain. I stood en* 

generally, and of abscdute preciuon of movement, which one ac« 
customed to the manceuvring of regular troops detects imme- 
diately. There are several large pieces of ordnance kept in the 
gun room, some of which were taken from the English, and I re« 
marked a pretty little brass cannon, which almost looked like a 
playthings wMch bore the broad arrow and the name of Saratoga., 
18» 
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tranced to listen— the whole was like a dream of fairy-land : 
but presently our guide struck into the woods, and the 
world became sereened from our sight. I had thought 
that I was tired, and could not stir, even to follow the 
leisurely footsteps of our cicerone; but tangled brake and 
woodland path, and rocky height, soon roused my curi- 
osity, and my legs following therewith, I presently out- 
stripped our party, guide and all, and began pursuing my 
upward path. Through close growing trees and shrubs, 
over pale, shining ledges of granite, over which the trick- 
ling mountain spri^ had taken their silvery course, 
through swampy grounds, where the fallen leaves lay like 
gems under the still poola that here and there shone dimly 
in little hollow glens. Over the soft starry moss that told 
where the moist earth retained the freshening waters, over 
sharp, hard splinters of rock, and rough masses of stone. 
Alone, alone, I was alone and happy, and went on my 
way rejoicing, climbing and climbing still, till the green 
mound of thick turf, and ruined rampart of the fort arrested 
my progress. I coasted the broken wall, and lighting 
. down on a broad, smooth table of granite fringed with 
young cedar bushes, I looked down, and for a moment my 
breath seemed to stop, the pulsation of my heart to cease— 
I was filled with awe. The beauty and wild sublimity of 
what I beheld seemed almost to crush my feculties, — ^I felt 
dizzy as though my senses were drowning, — ^I felt as though 
I had been carried into the immediate presence of God. 
Though I were to live a thousand years, I never can for- 
get it. The first thing that I distinctly saw, was the 
shadow of a large cloud, which rolled slowly down the 
side of a huge mountain, frowning over the height where I 
stood. The shadow moved down its steep sunny side, 
threw a deep blackness over the spadiling river» and ihm 
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passed off and climbed the opposite mountain on the other 
shore, leaving the world in the fitll blaze of noon. I could 
have stretched out my arms, and shouted aloud — ^I could 
have fallen on my knees, and worshipped — ^I could have 
committed any extravagance that ecstacy could suggest. 
I stood filled with amazement and delight, till the footsteps 
and voices of my companions roused me. I darted away, 

unwilling to be interrupted. Colonel was following 

me, but I peremptorily forbade his doing so, and was 
clambeiing on alone, when the voice of our guide assuring 
me that the path I was pursuing was impassable, arrested 
my course. My father beckoned to me from above not 
to pursue my track; so I climbed through a break, which 
the rocky walls of nature and the broken fortifications of 
art rendered tolerably difficult of access, and running round 
the wall joined my father on his high stand, where he was 
holding out his arma to me. For two or three minutes 
we mingled exclamations of delight and surprise ; he then 
led me to the brink of the rampart, and looking down the 
opposite angle of the wall to that which I was previously 
coasting, I beheld the path I was then following break 
suddenly off, on the edge of a precipice several hundred 
feet down into the valley : it made me gulp to look at it. 
Presently I left my father, and after going the complete 
round of the ruins, found out for myself a grassy knoll 
commanding a full view of the seene, sufficiently far from* 
my party not to hear their voices, and screened from seeing 
them by some beautiful young cedar bushes ; and here I 
lay down and cried most abundantly, by which means I 
recovered my senses, which else, I tliink, must have for- 
saken me. How full of thoughts I was \ Of God's great 
might, and gracious goodness, of the beauty of this earth, 
of the apparent nothingness of man when compared with 
this huge inanimate creation, of his wondrous value, for 
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whose delight and use all these fisiir things were created. 
I thought of my distant home ; that handful of earth thrown 
upon the wide waters, whose genius has led the kingdoms 
of the world — whose children have become the posses- 
sors of this new hemisphere. I rejoiced to. think that 
when England shall he, as all things must be, fallen 
into the devouring past, her language will still be spoken 
among these glorious hills, her name revered, her memory 
cherished, her fame preserved here, in this far world be- 
yond the seas, this country of her children's adoption. 
Poor old mother ! how she would remain amazed to see 
the huge earth and waters wliere her voice is heard, in the 
name of every spot where her descendants have rested 
the soles of their feet. This giant inheritance of her sons, 

poor, poor> old England ! * * * * 

* « * « # « 

Where are the poets of this land ? Why such a world 
should bring forth men with minds and souls larger and 
stronger than any that ever dwelt in mortal flesh. Where 
are the poets of this land ? They should be giants, too ; 
Homers and Miltons, and Goethes and Dantes, and Shaks- 
peares. Have these glorious scenes poured no inspirings 
into hearts worthy to behold and praise their beauty ? Is 
there none to come here and worship among these hills and 
waters, till his heart burns within him, and the hymn of 
inspiration flows from his lips, and rises to the sky ? Is 
there not one among the sons of such a soil to send forth 
its praises to the universe, to throw new glory round the 
mountains, new ibeauty over the waves? is inanimate 
nature, alone, here ^'telling the glories of God?" Oh, 
surely, surely, there will come a time when this lovely 
land will be vocal with the sound of song, when every 
close-locked valley, and waving wood, rifted rock and flow- 
ing stream shall have their praise. Yet 'tis strange how 
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marvellously unpoetical these people are ! How swallowed 
up in life and its daily realities, wants, and cares ; how full 
of toil and thrifl, and money-getting labour. Even the 
heathen Dutch, among us the very antipodes of all poetry, 
have found names such as the Donder Berg for the hills, 
whilst the Americans christen them Butter Hill, the Crows 
Nest, and such like. Perhaps some hundred years hence, 
when wealth has been amassed by individuals, and the face 
of society begins to grow chequered, as in the old lands 
of Europe, when the whole mass of population shall no 
longer go running along the level road of toil and profit, 
when inequalities of rank shall exist, and the riph man shall 
be able to pay for the luxury of poetry, and the poor man 
who makes verses, no longer be asked, " Why don't you 
cast up accounts ;" when all this comes to pass, as perhaps 
some day it may, America will have poets. It seems 
strange to me that men such as the early settlers in Mas- 
sachussetSy the Puritan founders of New England, the 
*' Pilgrim Fathers," should not have had amongst them 
some men, or at least man, in whose mind the stern and 
enduring courage, the fervent, enthusiastic piety, the un- 
bending love of liberty, which animated them all, become 
the inspiration to poetic thought, and the suggestion of 
poetical utterance. They should have had a Milton ^r a 
Klopstock amongst them. Yet after all, they had excite- 
ment of another sort, and moreover, the difficulties, and . 
dangers, and distresses of a fate of unparalleled hardship, to 
engross all the energies of their minds ; and I am half in- 
clined to believe that poetry is but a hot-house growth, 
and yet I don't know ; I wish somebody would explain to 
me everything in this world that I can't make out.^ We 

* Itpmight be a curious and interesting matter of research to deter- 
mine under what combination of external circumstances the spirit 
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came down from the mountain at about half past one, oui 
party had been joined by Colonel , Governor of the 

of poetry flourishes most vigoroosly; and g^od poets hare most 
abounded. The extremes of poverty and luxury seem alike 
inimical to its well-being, yet the latter far more so than the former, 
for most poets have been poor; some so poor, as to enrich the 
world, while they themselyes received so little return from its 
fevour as miserably to perish of want Agsun the level tenor of 
a life alike removed from want and supei'fluity should seem too 
devoid of interest or excitement to make a good poet. Long- 
lived competency is more favourable to the even temper of phUo* 
sophy, than the fiery natiure of one who must know the storms of 
passion, and all the fiercer elements of which the acting and suffer- 
ing soul of man b made. Ag^ain it would be curious to know, if it 
might be ascertained, whether those men whose inspirations have 
been idded alone by the contemplation of the inanimate beauties 
of nature, and the phenomena of their own minds and tbe nunds 
and liv^s of their fellows, have been as great poets as those, who^ 
besides these sources of inspiration, fed the power within them 
ynih the knowledge of great writers and poets of other countries 
and times. Another question, which it would be interesting to 
determine, would be, under what species of government poets 
have been most numerous, and most honoured. As our modem 
exploders of old fidlacies, have not yet made up their minds 
whether such a person as Homer ever lived, it is rather a vain 
labour of imagination to determine whether tins great king of all 
poets flourished under a monarchy, or in a republic; certain it is 
he sang of kings and princes in right lordly style — ^be that as it 
may — we have rather better authority for beHeving that the Greek 
dramatists, those masters, and sometime models, of their peculiar 
branch of th6 art, flourished under republican governments; but 
with them, I think, ends the list of republican poets of great and 
universal fame. Rome had no poets till she had emperors. Italy 
was, it is true, ^vided into so called republics, during the golden 
age of her literature, but they were so in name alone, the spirit of 
equality had long departed from the soil, and they were merely 
prouder and more arbitrary aristocracies than have ever existed 
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College, Vfho very courteously came toiling up to Fort 
Patnam, to pay his compliments to us. I lingered far 
behind them, returning, and when they were out of sight 
tamed back and once more ascended the ruin, to look 
my last of admiration and delight, and then down, down, 
every step bringing me out of the clouds, farther from 
heaven, and nearer this work i' day world. I loitered, 
and loitered, looking back at every step, but at last the 
hills were shut out by a bend in tl\p road, and I came into 
the house, to throw myself down on the floor, and sleep most 
seriously for half an hour, at the end of which time ,we 
were called to dinner. In England, if an inn-keeper gives 
you a good dinner, and places t\ie first dish on the table 
himself, you pay him, and he's obliged to you. Here, an 
inn-keeper is a gentleman, your equal, sits at his table 

under any monarchy in the wo/ld. If ever France can be said to have 
had a poetical age, it was during the magnificent reign of Lewis the 
Fourteenth, that pageant that prepared th« bloodiest tragedy i^ the 
pages of history. England offers the only exception that I have 
advanced, namely, that the republican form of government is 
inimical to poetry. For it was during the short and shameful 
period of fanatical republicanism, which blots her annals, that the 
glory and the might of Milton rose upon the worlds he b the only 
great poet who ever floiu*ished under a republic, and he was 
rather the poet of heaven and hell, than of earth; his subjects are 
dther biblical or m3rthoIogical, and however hb stem and just 
spirit might advocate the cause of equaUty and universal fi*eedom 
in the more arid re^ons of political and theological controversies 
in his noblest and greatest capacity, he has sung of angels and 
archangels, the starry hierarchy of heaven, where some of the 
blessed wore a brighter glory than their fellows, where some 
were inferior to other celestial powers, and where God was king 
supreme, over all In heaven, Milton dreamt of no republics, nor 
in hell either. 
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with jOMf you pay him, and aie obliged to him besides. 
'Tis necessary therefore for a stranger, bat especially an 
Englishman, to understand the fashions of the land, else 
he may chance to mistake that for an impertinent famili- 
arity, which is in fact the received custom of the country. 
Mr. Gozzens very considerately gave us our dinner in a 
private room, instead of seating us at an ordinary with all 
the West Point officers. Moreover, gave in the literal 
sense, and a very goo^ dinner it was. He is himself a 
very intelligent, courteous person, and during the very 
short time that we were his guests, showed us every pos- 
sible attention and civility. We had scarce finished our 
dinner, when in rushed a waiter, to tell us that the boat 
was in sight. Away we trotted, trailing cloaks and shawls, 
any-how fashion, down the hill. The steamer came puf- 
fing up the gorge between the mountains, and in a moment . 
we were bundled into the boat, hauled alongside, and 
landed on the deck ; and presently the glorious highlands 
all-glowing in the rosy sunset, began to recede from us. 
Just as we were putting off from shore, a tiny skiff with 
its graceful white sail glittering in the sun, turned the base 
of the opposite hill, evidently making to the point whence 
we embarked. I have since learned that it contained a 
messenger to us, from a gentleman ^bearing our name, and 
distantly connected with us, proprietor of some large 
iron works on the shore opposite West Point. However, 
our kinsman was too late, and we were already losing 
sight of West Point when his boat reached the shore. Our 
progress homeward was if anything more enchanting than 
our coming out had been, except for leaving all this loveli- 
ness. The sun went down in splendour, leaving the world 
robed in glorious beauty. The sky was one glowing 
geranium curtain, into which the dark hills rose like 
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shadow-land, stretching beyond, and still befrond, till they 
grew like hazy outlines through a dazzling mist of gold. 
The glory faded ; and a soft violet colour spread down- 
wards to the horizon, where a faint range ^of clouds lay 
floating like scattered rose leaves. As the day fell, the 
volumes of smoke from our steamboat chimneys, became 
streams of fiery sparks, which glittered over the water 
with a strange unearthly effect. I sat on deck watching 
the world grow dark, till my father, afraid of the night air, 
bade me go down ; and there, in spite of the chattering 
of a score of women, and the squalling of half as many 
children, I slept profoundly, till we reached New York, 
at a quarter to seven. 

Sat or day 9 ITtli* 

After breakfast wrote journal : while doing so, Mr. 

called to know if I held my mind in spite of the grey 
look of the morning. A wan sunbeam just then lighted 
on the earth, and I said I would go ; for I thought by 
about twelve it probably would clear. * * 

«• 4» « « « « « 

% * * * * % 

They called for me in the carriage at eleven ; and after- 
wards we mounted our steeds in Warren street, to escape 
ther crowd in Broadway. We rode down to the ferry. 
The creature on top of which I sat, was the real pota- 
tuppy butcher's horse. However, it did not shake me, 
or pull my arms much, so I was content. As to a horse 
properly broken, either for man or woman, I have done 
looking for it, in this land. We went into the steamboat 
on our horses. The mist lay thick over the river ; but 
19 
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the oppoai^, shores had that grey distiDCiaess of eok>ur 
and oatline tiiat invariably foretells rain in England* The 
wind blew bitterly keen and ocdd. * * 

Oar riding party was Mr. — -» whom I like* Mrft. , 

whom I also like, in spite of her outlandish riding habili- 
ments, a brother of his, « « « 

* * * * t * « 

and a young — in white hair and spectacles. The car- 
riage held old Mr. — , Miss — -, the youngest daugh- 
ter, and that beautiful youngest boy of theirs, who is so 
like his handsome sister ; also sundry baskets of cake, 
and bottles of champagne. After landing, we set off at a 
brisk canter to Weehawk. None of these people know 
how to ride ; they just go whatever pace their ^prse likes, 
sitting as back as they can in the saddle, and tugging at 
the reins as hard as ever they can, to the infinite detri- 
ment of their own hands and their horses' mouths. When 
we had reached the height, we dismounted and walked 
through the woods that crown the cliffs, which here rise 
to an elevation of some hundred feet above the river. Our 
path lay through tangled brakes, where the withered trees, 
and fallen red leaves, the bright cedar bushes, and pale 
slabs of granite, formed a fine and harmonious contrast of 
colouring ; the whole blending beautifully together under 
the grey light, that made it look like one of Ruysd^el's 
pictures. Our walk terminated at a little rocky promon- 
tory, called the devil's pulpit, where, as legends say, 
Satan was wont to preach, loud enough to drown the 
sound of the Sabbath bells in New York. The Hudson, 
hs below» lay leaden and sullen ; the woods along the 
shores looked withered and wintry ; a thick curtain of va- 
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ponr shrouded ail the distance : the effect of the whole 
was very sad and beautiful ; and had I been by myself I 
should hare enjoyed it very much. But I was in com- 
pany, and, moreover, in company with two punsters, who 
uttered their atrodties without remorse in the midst of all 
that was most striking and melancholy in nature. When 

we mounted our horses again, Mrs. complained that 

her's pulled her wrists most dreadfully; and as they 
seemed none of the strongest, I exchanged steeds with 
her. The lady proprietress of tlie grounds over which we 
had been walking and riding, invited us into the house, 
but being mounted, I declined, and we set off for the p»- 
vilion. Just as we arrived there, it began to rain« Merc}|r 
on ma and Mn. ! how our arms will ache to-mor- 
row ! this worthy animal of her's ha4 a mouth a little 
worse than a donkey's* Arrived at the pavilion, we dia- 
mounted and swallowed sundry champagnes and lumps 
of plum cake, which were singularly refreshing. We set 
off again, and presently it began to pelt with rain. We 
reached and crossed the ferry without getting very wet. 
Arranged to ride on Wednesday, if fine, and so home. 
Upon the whole, rather satisfied than otherwise with my 
expedition. Dressed for dinner at once ; went on with 

journal ; Colonel called, and sat some time. After 

dinner, embroidered till eight ; teaed ; — my father went 
over to the theatre : I practised for two hours. 

The muscles of my arms (for I have such unlady-like 
things,) stand out like lumps of stone, with the fine exer- 
cise they had yesterday. I wonder haw Mrs. — ^ 
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shoulders and elbows feel ? ♦ * « 

« « « * « « 

It rained so, we hackneyed to church. This is twice 

Mr. has not been to church, which is really very 

w^rong, though it leaves us the pew comfortably to our- 
selves. Dr. must be an excellent good man — his 

sermons are every way delightful ; good sense, sound doc- 
trine, and withal a most winning mildness and gentleness 
of manner. A benevolent good man I am sure he must 
be. Came home— copied snuff-box verses for my father; 
divided out my story of the Sisters into acts and scenes : 
began doing the same by the English tragedy ; but in the 
midst, took a fancy to make a story instead of a play of 
it — and so I will, I think. Dressed for dinner. At about 
half past five. Colonel '■■ and his Quaker wife came. 
She is a most delightful creature, with the sweetest ex- 
pression of face imaginable. She reminded me several 

times of dear Mrs. . Her dress too, the rich browa 

watered silk, made so plainly, recalled Mrs. to me 

very forcibly. We had a very comfortable dinner and 
evening. They went away at about half past ten. 

Monday, 19tli* 

After breakfast wrote journal : went out shopping and 

returning cards — called at Mrs. -, and was let in. I 

like her ; she is a nice person, with agreeable manners. 
Came home at about half past two : put out things for the 
theatre ; dined at three. After dinner pottered about clothes 
till time to go to the theatre. The house was very good. 
My benefit — play. Much Ado about Nothing. I played 
very well. I am much improved in my comedy acting. 
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Came home in a coach-^t poured with rain. What a 
stupid day ! The accounts of cholera in New Orleans 
are frightful ; they have the yellow fever there too. Poor 
people ! what an awful visitation ! 

TueadajTt liOtk* 

After breakfast wrote journal. At twelve went and 
called upon Mrs. — : the day was bright, but bitter 
cold, with a keen piercing wind that half cut one in half, 
and was delicious. The servant denied Mrs.—-; but 
, we had hardly turned from the door, when both the ladies 
came rushing after us, with nothing on their heads and 
necks, and thin summer gowns on. They brought us into 
a room where there was a fire fit to roast an ox. No 
wonder the women here are delicate and subject to cold, 
and die of consumption. Here were these sitting abso- 
lutely in an oven, in clothes fit only for the hottest days 
in summer, instead of wrapping themselves up well, and 
trotting out, and warming their blood wholesomely with 
good hard exercise. The pretty Mrs. — — - looks very 
sickly, and coughs terribly. Her beauty did not strike 
me so much to-day. I do not admire any body who looks 
as if a puff of wind would break them in half, or a drop 
of water soak them through. I greatly prefer her sister's 
looks, who certkinly is not pretty, but tall and straight, 
and healthy-looking, and springy as a young thing ought 
to be. Was introduced to a most enchanting young New- 
foundland dog, whom I greatly coveted. Settled to ride 
to-morrow if fine. Called at — 's, also at a furrier's 
about cap, and came home. Found — — and — — — with 
my father. What a very bad expression of face the former 
19* ' 
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has ; sneering and false— 'terrible ! I looked at with 

much respect. I like his spirit, as it shines through his 
works, greatly. He was a pale sickly-looking man, with- 
out anything at all remarkable in the expression of his 

countenance. While they were here, Mr. called 

to settle about to-morrow. He is a nice person ; sensible 
and civil, Snd civil in the right way. Arrangements were 
made for dear — — ^'s going, whioh I rejoiced in greatly. 
I do not like at all leaving her behind. When the folks 
were gone, put out things for the theatre. While doing 
so, Mr. and Mr. and Mrs. . called. Great dis- 
coursing about horses, and horsemanship. Dined at three. 
After dinner put fur upon my habit. At half past five 
went to the theatre. House very good ; play, Hunch- 
back. By the bye. Colonel — . called to-day to entreat 
me to go and see his ^* Honour, the Recorder," who had 

sent me tickets of admission to the town hall, to see 

reeeive the freedom of the city. I could not go because 
of our horseback expedition — this by the way. I played 
so-soiali. — Was at the play; and at the end, somebody in 
the house exclaimed, " Three cheers for !" where- 
upon a mingled chorus of applause and hisses arose. The 
Vice President looked rather silly, and acknowledged 
neither the one or the other. How well I remember the 

Duke of coming to the orchestra to see this play, 

the night before it was expected the Whigs would go out. 
I daresay he knew little enough what the Hunchback was 
about. I do not think the people noticed him, however; 
so the feeling of the puUe must have been unsatisfactory. 

Mr. said to Modus to-night in the play, speaking of 

me, ** a change of linen will suflfice for her." How ab- 
surd ! we were all dying on the stage. Came home ; 
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supped — ^looked at silks ; chose a lovely rose-tsoloured 
one to line my Portia dress ; with which good deed my 
day ended. 



Wednesday-^ 21bU 

Looked at the sun, and satisfied with his promise, went 
to bed again, and slept till half past eight. After break- 
fast wrote to his honour, the Recorder, an humble apo- 
logy in true Old Bailey style. Wrote journal, and began 

practising. Mrs. called before I was out of my bed 

to tell us that the — —'s were not going, but that either 
her husband, or her brother-in-law would be too glad to 

go in the gig with D . This, however, the latter 

refused, not choofiing, as she said, to make any young 
man do the penance of keeping her company on a party 

of pleasure. Dear good old D ! I was vexed and 

provoked ; but it could not be helped. At eleven, 

came for me. I found Mrs. in the carriage waiting 

for me; We adjourned to Warren street, where were as- 
sembled all the party. W4)ile we waited for our horses, 
Neptune, the beautiful Newfoundland was^ admitted, and 
amused himself by prancing over tables, and chairs, and 
sofas, to his own infinite delight, and the visible benefit 
of the furniture. Our steeds having arrived, we mounted 
and began to progress. Myself, and Mrs. , her hus- 
band, his brother, , and papa . Dr. , Mrs. 

's brother, and Mr. nephew, I believe, of the 

Irish patriot, were the equestrians of the party. After, 

followed Mr. and J\lrs. , all be-coated and be- 

furred, in the stanhope. After followed the ammuni- 
tion wagon, containing a negro servant, Neptune, and 
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sundry baskets of champagne, cake, and cherry bounce. 
Away we rushed down Broadway, to the infinite edifi- 
cation of its gaping multitudes. Mr. had gotten me 

an enchanting horse that trotted like an angel. So in 
spite of Major 's awful denunciation of " disgust- 
ing," I had a delicious hard trot all through the streets, 
rising in my saddle like a lady, or rather, a gentleman. 
My habit seemed to excite considerable admiration and 
approbation, and indeed it was great. Crossed the 
Brooklyn ferry in the steamboat, and safely landed on the 
opposite side. The whole army defiled ; the stanhope 
taking the van, the horses forming the main body, and the 
provisions bringing up the rear. Our party separated 
constantly, as we progressed, into various groups, but I 

remained chiefly with Dr. , Mr. — , and old Mr. 

■ ■ By the bye, those *8 are a charming family ; 

for Mrs. sits straight in her saddle, and the Dr. set- 
tled, when we started, that when he had despatched his 

patient8t he would call for D in the gig, and come 

down to meet us at the fort. Our ride thither was ex- 
tremely agreeable ; the day w^s clear, cold, and grey, a 
delightful day for riding. I trotted to my heart's content ; 
and kept my blood warm, and my spirits like champagne, 
till we reached the fort, when, at sight of the narrows, 
and the Sandy Hook light-house, they sank deep deep 
down. « ♦ » « « 

# ' « # * * # « 

« « « « « « 

, The sea lay grey and still, without a wave or scarce a 
ripple. A thousand light skiffs, of various shapes, lay 
upon the leaden waters. The sky was a fine heap of 
heavy purple clouds, from behind which the sun shot 
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down his rays, whieh threw a melancholy wan lustre on 
the sea beneath them. ^'Twas a sad and beautiful scene. . 
The colouring of the whole was gloomily harmonious, 
and the dark shores and grey expanse of water blended 
solemnly with the violet'Coloured curtain of the heavens. 
We went over the fort. 'Tis a fortification of no great 
size, or, I should think, strength ; but its position, which 
commands the narrow entrance to the bay of New York, 
effectually checks the pass, and guards tlie watery defile 
that leads to the city of mammon. We looked at the 
guns and powder magazine, walked round the walls, and 
peeped into the officers' quarters, and then descended to 

seek where we might eat and be satisfied. Mrs. ; is 

a very nice creature ; she looks the picture of good tem- 
per — never stands still a minute ; and as we rode along 
to-day, when, fearing she might be cold, I asked her how 
she found herself, she replied, with perfect innocence and 
smcerity, " Oh, delightful l" which made us all scream. 
We knocked up the quarters of an old woman who kept 
a cottage, not exactly young love's humble shed, but good 
enough for our purpose. We got sundry logs of wood, 
and made a blazing fire; moreover, the baskets were 
opened, and presently we presented the interesting spec- 
tacle of a dozen people each with a lump of cake in one 

hand, and a champagne glass in the other. Mr. and 

Mrs. — stuck to the cherry bounce, and, as we after- 
wards heard, drove home accordingly. Having discussed, 
we remounted, and set forwards home by another road ; a 
very lovely one, all along the river side. Ere we had 

progressed long, we met D and Dr. in the gig. 

The nice good man had kept his word, and gone to fetch 
her. They had met Mr. — -'s equipage going cherry 
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• 

bounce pace, it seems, two miles ahead of us. The men 
here are never happy unless they are going full speed. 
'Tis no wonder their horses are good for nothing : they 
would ruin any horses that were good for anything.* 
Sach unskilful horsemanship I never saw. Going full 
tear ; crossing one another in every direction ; knocking 
up against one another; splashing through puddles because 
they have no hand over their horses, and either over- 
shooting their point, or being half thrown at every turn of 
the road for the same reason. Came home full speed, 
and arrived at half past four, having ridden, I should think, 

nearly twenty miles. Found Mrs. at home. They 

pressed me very much to stay dinner with them ; but my 
father expected me, and I would not. That worthy 

youth, , insisted upon my accepting his beautiful 

large dog, Neptune, which I did, conditionally, in case 
Mr. — should fail me, which I think a very improba- 
ble case indeed. They ordered the carriage, and Mr. — -^ 
persisted in seeing me home in it, much to my annoyance, 
as *twas a very useless ceremony indeed. Did not dis- 
habit, but dined en amazone. * * » 

*##*♦« 

* It is qmte curious to observe how utterly unknown a thing 
a really well broken horse is in this country. I have just bought 
one who was highly approved and recommended by sey»«l gen- 
tlemen considered here as learned in all these matters; and of my 
own knowledge, I ought hunt the Umon over and not find a bet- 
ter. As far as the make, and beauty, and disposition of the ani- 
mal goes, there is no fault to find ; but this lady's horse never had 
a woman on its back, had never been ridden but with a snaffle 
bit, and until she came into my possession, did not know how to 
canter with her right foot. When the Americans say a horse it 
well broken, they mean it is not wild. 
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Gave D ■ her muff and tippet, which are exceedingly 
magnificent. After dinner pottered about, and dressed at 
once. Played on the piano till nine, when we adjpumed 
to — — *8. A complete *^ small party, my dear." Dr. 

■ waa there, whom I was glad to see, also Mrs. , 

also Mr. and Miss , also, that Mrs. , who is utter 

horror and perturbation of spirit to me ; also , also 

, all our riding party, and a world besides. After a 
little time, dancing was proposed, and I stood up to waltz 

with Mr. , who observed that Dr. ' was gone, as 

he never chose to be present while waltzing was going on. 
I felt shocked to death that unconsciously I should have 
been instrumental in driving him away, and much sur- 
prbed that those who knew his disapprobation of waltz- 
ing, should have proposed it. However, he was gone^ 
and did not return. Therefore I waltzed myself out of 
my conscientious remorse. Sang them Fanny Gray, and 
Ye Mariners of Spain. Danced sundry quadrilles, and 
finally, what they called a Kentucky reel, — which is 
nothing more than Sir Roger de Coverly turned Back- 
woodsman — and afterwards a ** foursome reel." Played 
magic music ; and finally, at one o'clock, came home, 
having danced myself fairly off my legs. 

It poured with rain all day. Dr. called, and gave 

me a sermon about waltzing. As it was perfectly good 
sense, to which I could reply nothing whatever, in the 
shape of objection, I promised him never to waltz again, 
except with a woman, or my brother. * * 
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After all, 'tis not fitting that a man should put his arm 
round one's waist, whether one belongs to any one but 
one's self or not 'Tis much against what I have always 
thought most sacred, — ^the dignity of a woman in her own 
eyes, and those of others. I like Dr. most exceed- 
ingly. He spoke every way to my feelings of what was 
right, to*day. After saying that he felt convinced from 
conversations which he had heard amongst men, that 
waltzing was immoral in its tendency,. he added, '*I am 
married, and have been in love, and cannot imagine any- 
thing more destructive of the deep and devoted respect 
which love is calculated to excite in every honourable 
man's heart, not only for the individual object of his affec- 
tion, but for her whole sex, than to see any and every im- 
pertinent coxcomb in a ball room, come up to her, and, 
without remorse or hesitation, clasp her waist, imprison 
her hand, and absolutely whirl her round in his arms." 
So^spake the Dr. ; and my sense of propriety, and convic- 
tion of right, bore testimony to the truth of his saying. 
So, farewell, sweet German waltz ! next to hock, the most 
intoxicating growth of the Rheinland. I shall never keep 
time to your pleasant measure again ! — ^no matter ; after 
all, anything is better than to be lightly spoken of, and to 

deserve such mention. Mr. called, and sat some 

time with me. He is grown monstrously fat, and looks 
perfectly radiant. He brought with him a good-looking 

staring man of the nanie of . We dined at three. 

After dinner received a pretty anonymous nosegay, with 
sundry very flattering doggrel. The play was the Stranger. 
It poured cats and dogs, and the streets were ail grey pud- 
ding. I did not expect to see six people in the house, 
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instead of whieh, 'twas qrowded ; a satisfactory proof of 
our attraction » 



Friday, d3d« 

At eleven went to rehearsal — ^Isabella. I have forgotten 
all about it. They all read their parts ; came home ; be- 
gan to practise. The two Mrs. called. I like 

them mainly, Mrs. particularly. While they were 

here, Mr. and a man called, they stayed but a mi- 
nute. By and by, in walked Mt. and Mrs. — , where- 
upon the departed. » # * 



While they were here, received from — — the beautiful 
annual he has bought for me, which is, indeed, mpst beau- 
tiful ; and with it, literally a copy of verses, which are 
not 80 bad neither— only think of that ! ! ! The engrav- 
ings are from things of Stanfield's, taken on the Rhine, 
and made my heart ache to be once more in Europe, in 
the old land where fairy tales are told ; in the old feudal 
world, where every rock, and valley, and stream, are 
haunted with imaginings wild and beautiful : the hallowed 
ground of legend history ; the dream-land of fancy and of 
poetry. Put out things for the theatre : dined at three. 
Colonel — ' called : he brought news of the arrival of a 
Liverpool packet, and prophesied letters to me. Went to 
the theatre. Play, Hunchback — house very fine again. 
Just as I was dressing for the second act, three letters 
were brought into my room. # * * 



20 
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I was so mach overset by them, that with the strange fa- 
culty I have of pouring one feeling into another, I cried 
so bitterly in the parting scene with Clifford, that I could 
scarcely utter the words of my part. * * 



Saturday, S4<lu 

Our riding expedition having been put off, the day was 
beautifully bright and clear. Sat stitching and pottering 
an infinity. My feet got so perished that I didn't know 
what to do. Wrote journal ; practised for an hour ; Mr. 
called. When he was gone, went out with my fa- 
ther. Galled at — 's to order home my gown for din- 
ner-time. Left a card at Mrs. — ^'s, and then marched 
down to the tailor's to upbraid him about my waistcoat, 
which is infamously ill made.* Coming home met that 

very odious Mr. , who is the periection of genteel 

vulgarity. He walked home with us. Dressed for din- 

• The various censures which English travellers have bestowed 
upon various things in this country, are constantly, both in pri- 
vate conversation and the public prints, attributed to English 
jealousy, I confess I have been amused at the charge, and can 
only sincerely hope I may not draw down so awful an accusation 
on myself, when I declare, that during a three years' residence 
in America, almost every article, of every descr^tion, which I 
have had made, has been ill made, and obliged to undergo mani- 
fold alterations. I don't pretend to account for the fact, for fear 
the obvious reasons might appear to find their source in that very 
small jealousy of which England is guilty towards this country, 
in the person of her journal-scribbling travellers ; but to the &ct 
there is and can be no denial. 



JOURNAL. 231 

ner* Mme. — did not send my gown home in time : 
abominable sempstress ! so put on my blue and looked 
rather dowdy. Found sundry that we knew: Colonel 

; Mr. ; my favourite aversion, Mr. f ; that 

signal fool, Mr. ; Miss , who looked like a hair- 
dresser's wax block ; a Miss -r — , with lovely feet, and 
a terrified Bacchante-looking head, cum multis aliis. 

I sat by one Mr. , who talked without end, and 

eleverly enough : indeed, it was rather clever to talk so 
wonderfully fast and much. After dinner, the party be* 

came much larger. Dr. — , Mr. , the , (all 

but ) that entire self-satisfaction, Mr. — , Mr. , 

and the knight of the rueful countenance. Three singing 

men, ycleped , and a shoal besides. One of the Mr. 

— - and Miss sang the duet in the Didone, that 

dear and used to sing so lovelily. They both 

had good voices, but the style is but so-soish. Presently, 
three men sang that sea glee that I remember Lord and 

Lady teaching me at . What a strange faculty 

of our nature this is, this leading back of our minds to the 
past, through the agency of our senses, acted upon by pre- 
sent influences, the renewing life, the magical summoning 
up of dead time from its grave, with the very place and 
circumstance it wore. Wondrous riddle ! what — what are 
we, that are so curiously made ? By and by dancing was 
proposed, and I was much entreated and implored to 
change my determination about waltzing ; but I was inex- 
orable, and waltzed only with the ladies, who one and all 

dance extremely well^ Mrs. looked lovely to-nighL, 

Dr. says very true, she has a thorough-bred look> 

which reminds me a little of our noble English ladies. He 
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says she is like Lady . I think she is prettier : she 

certainly looks like a gem. Wedanced a Kentucky reel, 

and sundry quadrilles. That long ens, Mr. , was 

tipsy, and went slithering about in a way to kill one ; and 

Mr. was sitting slyly in the corner, pretending to 

talk to D , but in fact dying with laughter at poor 

— — , who meandered about the room to the infinite dis- 
may and confusion of the whole dance. Vain were the 
vigorous exertions of his partner, who pulled him this 
way and that, and pushed him hither and thither, to all 
which the unresisting creature submitted inoonigibly. 
Remained dancing till half past twelve, in fact, Sunday 
morning, and then came home. They made me sing, 
which I did abominably. On my return home found my 
black satin gown ; every atom of which will have to be 
unpicked — ^pleasant! The trades-people here are really 
terrible ; they can do nothing, and will take no pains to 
do anything : 'tis a handsome gown spoilt.* 

* When you carry your complaint of careleis work, or want of 
punctuality to the trades-people whom you employ here, the un- 
fortunate principals really exdtc your 83rmpathy by their helpless 
ntuation with regard to the free republicans whom they employ, 
and who, with the utter contempt of subordination which the 
cheapness of living, and the spirit of license (not liberty) produce 
among the lower classes here, come when they please, depart 
when they like, work when they choose, and if you remonstrate, 
take themselves off to new masters, secure of employment in 
your neighbour's house, if your mode of employing them dis- 
pleases them. Manifold are the lamentations I have heard of 
" Oh, ma'am, this is not like the old country ; we can't get jour- 
neymen to work here, ma'am ; we're obliged to do just as our 
workmen please, ma'Am." One poor French dress-maker ap- 
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My dear father's birth-day! also, by the bye, a grand 
occasion here — the anniversary of the evacuation of the 
island by the British troops, which circumstance the 
worthy burghers have celebrated ever since with due de- 
votion and thankfulness. Went to church : Dr. did 

not preach, which was a disappointment to me. The 
music was exquisite ; and there was a beautiful graceful 
willow branch, with its long delicate fibres and golden 
leaves, waving against the blue sky and the church win- 
dow, that seemed to me like a magical branch in a fairy 
tale. It struck me as strange to-day, as I looked Irom the 
crowded gloomy church to the bright unbounded sky, to 
think that we call the one the hou^e of God ; to be sure, 
we have other authority for calling the blue heavens his 
throne, and oh, how glorious they did look ! The day 
was bright, but bitter cold. Coming out of church saw 
all our last night's party. On my return home, found a 

perfect levee ; Dr. , Mr. , Mr. , Mr. , 

Mr. , a whole regiment. When they were all gone, 

wrote journal : having finished that and my lunch, set out 
with my father io fetch a walk; which we did to the tune 
of near six miles, through all the outskirts of the town, an 

peared to me on the verge of distraction, from the utter impossi-. 
bility of keeping in any order a tribe of sewing girls, whom she 
seemed to pay on purpose that they might drive her crazy ; and. 
my shoemaker assured me the other day, with a most woful face,^ 
that it was election week, and that if I was as Buffering for shoes, 
as a lady could be, I could not have mine till the political oob^ 
biers in his employ had settled the *< business of the nation" to 
their satisfaction. Patience b the only remedy. Whoever lives 
here, that has ever Hved elsewhere, should come provided with it. 
20* 
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exceedingly low-life ramble indeed— during which we 
came across a man who was preaching in the street. He 
had not a very large assembly round him, and we stood 
in the crowd to hear him* By his own account, he had 
been imprisoned before, for a similar proceeding, and he 
was denouncing, most vehemently, signal judgments on 
the blind and wicked corporation who had so stopped the 
work of righteousness. The man's face was a very fine 
one, remarkably intelligent and handsome ; he was cleanly 
and well dressed, and had altogether a respectable appear- 
ance. When we came home, it was past four. Dressed 

for dinner. My father dined with Mr, ; so D 

and I had a tete-a-tete dinner. After which played on the 
piano for some time ; after which began letter to H — ; 
after which wrote journaU * ♦ » 



Monday) SOth* 

Yesterday was evacuation day, but as yesterday was 
the Lord's day also, the American militia army postponed 
their yearly exhibition, and instead of rushing about the 
streets in token of their thankfulness at the departure of 
the British, they quietly went to church, and praised God 
for that same. To-day, however, we have had firing of 
pop-guns, waving of star-spangled banners, (some of them 
rather the worse for wear) infantry marching through the 
streets, cavalry (oh Lord ! what delicious objects they 
were,) and artillery prancing along them, to the infinite 
ecstacy and peril of a dense mob. Went to rehearsal at 
)ialf past ten. Was detained full ten minutes on the way 
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thither, by the defiling of troop?, who were progressing 
down Broadway. After rehearsal, came home — pot out 

things for the theatre. Mr. called : while he was 

here, spent a delightful half hour at the window, which, 
overlooking the park, commanded a full view of the mag- 
nanimous military marshalled there. O, pomp and cir- 
cumstance of glorious war ! They were certainly not 
quite so bad as FalstafF's men, of ragged memory ; for, 
for aught I know to the contrary, they perhaps all of them 
had shirts to their backs. But some had gloves, and 
some had none ; some carried their guns one way, and 
some another ; some had caps of one fashion, and some 
of another ; some had no caps at all, bujt ** shocking bad 
hats," with feathers in them.* The infantry were, how- 

• This description may amaze sundry narrow-minded and pre- 
judiced dwellers in those unhappy countries where standing ar- 
mies are among the standing abuses, and the miserable stipendia- 
ries of hoary tyi^annies go about wearing the livery of theu* trade 
with a slavish unanimity becoming alone to hirelings, and salaried 
butchers base. But whoever should imagine that the members 
of an enlightened and free republic must, because they conde- 
scend to become soldiers, for the pure love of their country, be- 
have as soldiers also, would draw foolish conclusions. Discipline, 
order, a peculiar carriage, a particular dress, obedience to supe- 
riors, and observance of rules, these indeed may all be the attri- 
butes of such miserable creatures as are content to receive wages 
for their blood. But for free Ameriqans! why should they not 
walk crooked, in the defence of their country, if they don't like 
to walk straight ? why should they not carry their guns on their 
shoulders instead of upright, if they please ? and why, since they 
chose to defend their lives and liberties by becoming volunteers, 
should they not stick any feathers, of any colours that they like 
in their caps-^black» white, or green ? Is the noble occupation 
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ever, comparatively respectable troops. They did not 
march many degrees out of the straight line, or stoop too 
muchf or turn their heads round too often, Mr. ^-^ re- 
marked that militia were seldom more steady and ordeily 
in their appearance. But the cavalry ! oh, the cavalry ! what 
gems without price they were ! Apparently extremely 
frightened at the shambling iituppy chargers upon whose 
backs they clung, straggling in all directions, putting the 
admiring crowd in fear^pf their lives, and proving beyond 
a doubt how formidable they must appear to the enemy, 
when, with the most peaceable intentions in the world, 
they thus jeopardied the safety of their enthusiastic fellow- 
citizens. Bold would have been the man who did not 
edge backwards into the crowds as a flock of these wor- 
thies a-horseback, came down the street — some trotting, 
some galloping, some racking, some ambling ; each and 
all *' witching' the world with wondrous horsefloanship." 
If anything ever might be properly called wondrous, they, 
»their riders and accoutrements deserve the title. Some 
wore boots, and some wore shoes, and one independent 
hero had got on grey stockings and slippers ! Some had 
bright yellow feathers, and some red and black feathers. I 
remembered particularly, a doctor in a black suit, Hessian 
boots, a cocked hat, and bright yellow gauntlets ; another 
fellow was dressed in the costume of one of the Der Frey- 
schut^'s corps; it looked for all the world like ^ fancy 
parade. The officers fulfilled completely my idea of Mafe- 
heath's company of gentlemen of the road ; only, I strong- 

of war incompatible/with the slill nobler possession of freedom ? 
Heaven forbid ; and long live the American xmlitia to prove thdr 
entire compatibility. 
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ly suspect the latter would have been heartily ashamed 
of the unhappy hacks the evacuation heroes had gotten up 
upon. The parade terminated with a full half hour's /eu 
dejoie,* ***** 



The bands of these worthies were worthy of them. Half 
a dozen fifers and drummers playing old English jig tunes. 
In spite of the folly and injustice of such a comparison, I 
could not keep out of my head, the last soldiers I had seen, 
those fine tall fellows, the grenadier guards, that used to 
delight us of a Sunday morning in St. James' park, and 

• The militia has fallen into disrepute of late in New York and 
Philadelphia. Trainings and parades take too much of the pre- 
cious time, whose minutes are cents, and hours dollars. The 
only instance of humour, national or individual, which I have wit- 
nessed since my abode in this country, was a sham parade got up 
in nmnicry of the real one here described . In this grotesque pro- 
ceasion, every man was dressed in the most absurd costume he 
could devise ; banners with the most ludicrous inscriptions, wooden 
swords of gigantic dimensions, and children's twopenny guns 
were some of their paraphernalia; and in the absurd and mon- 
strous objects the men had made of themselves, with false whis- 
kers, beards, and noses, I recognized some of the broad, coarse, 
powerful humour of the lower orders in the old country. But 
it is the only symptom of such a spirit which I have met with. 
The absolute absence of imagination of course is also the absolute 
absence of humour. An American can no more understand a fan- 
ciful jest than a poetical idea; and in society and conversation, 
the strictest matter of fact prevails, for anything departing from 
it, though but an inch, either towards the sublime or the ridicu- 
lous, becomes immediately incomprehensible to your auditors, 
who will stare at your enthusiasm, and sincerely ask you the 
meaning of your jest. 



* 
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their exquisite band, and dandy-looking officers. Those 
looked like soldiers, whatever they may fight like ; and al- 
lowing these excellent good folks to be very lions, look 
you, I can only say their appearance approached the sub- 
lime, by as near as the French critic assures us the ex- 
treme of the ridiculous does. Dined at three ; and 

called after dinner. My father went with Mr. 

to Tammany Hall,* where there was a grand democratic 
dinner, in honour of the triumph of the Jackson party, the 
mob men here. I sat writing to — — -< till time to go to 
the theatre. The play was Isabella ; the house crammed ; 
a regular holiday audience, shrieking, shouting, laughing, 
and rowing, like one of our own Christmas audiences. I 
acted like a wretch. My dresses looked very handsome, 
particularly my marriage dress ; but my muslin bed-gown 
was so long that I set my feet through it the^ very first 
thing ; and those anhnaux hHes who dragged me off, tore 
a beautiful point lace veil I had on to tatters, a thing that 
cost three guineas, if a farthing ! My father received a 
most amusing letter this morning, from Lord ■■ , asking 
us to come over to Jamaica and act, offering us quarteils 
in his house, and plenty of volunteer actors (did he in- 
clude himself, I wonder ?) to make up a company, if we 
will come. I should like it very well : to pass the winter 
in that nice warm climate would be delightful, and I dare 
say we should find our stay there amusing and agreeable 
enough. I wish we could do it. 

After breakfast Colonel called. Put out things for 

• A place devoted to political meetings, chiefly, however, I 
believe, those termed here "democratic.** 



JOURNAL. X39 

to-night. At half past twelve went out with my father, 

and Colonel . Galled upon his honour, the Recorder, 

but he was in court, and not to be seen. Walked down 
Jto the Battery. The day was most lovely, like an early 
day in June in England : my merino gown was intolera- 
ble, and I wits obliged to take a parasol with me, the sun 
was so powerful. The Battery was, as usual, totally de- 
serted, though the sky, and shores, and beautiful bright 
bay, were smiling in perfect loveliness. A delicious fresh 
breeze came wandering over the wide estuary, and grace- 
ful boats, with their full sails glittering in the sun, glided 
to and fro, swift and strong, over the smooth waters, like 
summer clouds across the blue heavens — as silently, as 
rapidly, as tracklessly.* # • * 

* * * « « * « 

****** 
Came home at half past one. Found a card from Mrs. 
— . Fm sorry I didn't see her. — called, with one 

Mr. , kinsman to the authoress. * * 

****** 
* * * « * * . # 

While they were here, Mrs. called to settle about 

to-iporrow's ride. Mr. and Mrs. arriving, the rest 

departed. We dined at three. After dinner came to my 
own room ; wrote journal ; went on with letter to — -. 

♦ It is the property of perfection alone to rivet the admiration 
of absolute ignorance; whence I conclude that the river craft, 
hovering from morning till night along the waters that surround 
New York, must be the most beautiful in the world. Their lightp 
ness, grace, swiftness, and strength, appear to me unequaUed. 
Such beautiful vessels I never saw; more beautiful ones I cannot 
ima^^. 
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At half past five went to the theatre. Play, the Gamester; 
my father's benefit ; the house was very good. I played 
pretty well. Mr. — thoroughly bothered me by stand- 
ing six yards behind me : what a complete stroller's trick 
that is. So we are to act on Saturday. If I can go to 
the opera, all the same, I sha'n't mind so much ; but I will 
be in most horrible dudgeon.if it prevents that, for I want 

to hear this new prima donna. Mr. was behind the 

scenes, and wrapU in his usual seat ; he's a delight- 
ful bit of audience. Received a bill of the intended per- 
formances ioi Thursday, Mr. 's benefit ; and such 

another farce as the whole thing is I never heard of: as 
Mr. ' says, " the benefit of humbug," indeed. * 



Came home. While we were at supper, my father showed 

me a note he had received from , which, to use a 

most admirable vulgarism, struck me all of a heap, k 
sort of threatening letter, desiring him as he valued his in- 
terest, to come forward and offer to act Charles the Second 
for the said Mr. ■ ' s benefit, having already agreed to 
act in one piece, for said Mr. 's benefit. •• O mon- 
strous ! monstrous ! most unnatural !" What a vulgar 
wretch the man must be ! 

Mary 's wedding day ! Poor lassie ! I looked at 

the bright morning sun with pleasure for her sake. After 
breakfast sat reading the poems of Willis, a young man, 
whose works, young as they evidently are, would have 
won him some consideration in any but such a thorough 
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worknlay world as this. I cried a good deal over some 
of this man's verses. I thought some of them beautiful ; 
and 'tis the property of beauty to stir the wells of my 
soul sadly, rather than cast sunshine over them. I think 
all things are sad. 'Tis sad to hear sweet music; 'tis 
sad to read fine poetry ; 'tis sad to look upon the beautiful 
face of a fair woman ; 'tis sad to behold the unclouded 
glory of a summer's sky. There is a deep and lingering 
tone in the harmony of all beauty tliat resounds in our 
souls with too full and solemn a vibration for pleasure 
alone. In fact, intensity, even of joy and delight, is in 
itself serious ; 'tis impossible to be fulfilled with emotion 
of any sort and not feel as though we were within the 
shadow of a cloud.* I remember when first I recited Ju- 
liet to my mother, she said I spoke the balcony scene al« 
most sadly. '\y as not such deep, deep love too strong, too 
passionate, too pervading, to be uttered with the light 
laughing voice of pleasure T was not that love even in its 
fulness of joy, sad — awful ? However, perhaps I do but 
see through my own medium, and fancy it the universal 
one. My eyes are dark, and most things look darkly 

through them. At about twelve o'clock, Mrs. called 

for me ; and escorted by her husband and Mr. , we 

rode forth to visit the island. We went to a pretty cot- 
tage, belonging to Mr. 's father-in-law. Dr. — -• 
The day was still and grey— a pleasant day ; there was 
no sunshine, but neither were there any dark shadows. 
My horse had been ill ridden by somebody or another, 

* In Canova's group of Cupid and Psyche, the young god is 
smiling like a god « but the eager parted lips with which Psyche 
is seeking bis, wear no such expresnon — ^you might fancy they 
trembled, but they certunly do not smile. 
21 
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and was mighty disagreeable. Our hde was pleasant 
enough : there was not much variety in the country we 
passed through. Masses of granite and greenish basalt, 
wild underwood, and vivid brigh^looking cedar bushes. 
The Hudson lay leaden and sullen under the wings of the 
restless wind. We stood to hear the delicious music of 
the water plashing against the rocky shore, which is the 
pleasantest sound in all the world. We then rode to a 
place yclept Hell-gate,* from a dangerous current in the 
East river, where ships have been lost — and home through 
the mellow sunlight of a warm autumnal afternoon. Came 
in at a little past four. Devoured sundry puddings and 
pies ; put out clothes for the evening ; dined at five. My 
father dined at ■ * 8 : I've an especial fancy for that 
man. After dinner sat making blonde tippet, and strum- 
ming on the piano till eight. Drank tea, dressed, and off 
to Mrs. 's " small party, my dear." * * 



The people here have no conscience about the questions 
they ask, and, as I have one in answering, and always 
give them ^' the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth," it follows that nothing can be more disagreea- 
ble than their queries, except my replies. Mr. ■■ was 
there ; I like him : he has something in him, and is not 
vulgar or impertinent. Was introduced to a very hand- 



• The ladies of.New York, and all lady-like people there, have 
agreed to call this eddy, iSTurZ-gate. The superior propriety of 
this name is not to be questioned; for hell is a shocking bad word, 
no doubt, but being infinitely more appropriate to the place and 
its qualities, I have ventured to mention it. 
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some French Creole woman,* whom I liked : she reminded 
me of my mother, and her son bore a striking resemblance 
to dear . We stood up to dance a couple of quad- 
rilles ; but as they had not one distinct idea of what the 
figures were, the whole was a mess of running about, ex- 
plaining, jostling, and awkward blundering.t I took 
greatly to. the governess of the family, a German woman, 
with a right German face, a nice person, with quiet sim- 
ple manners. The women's voices here distract me ; so 
loud, so rapid, and with such a twang ! What a pity ! for 
they are, almost without an exception, lovely-looking crea- 

* The ladies here, have an extreme aversion to being called 
women, I don't exactly understand why. Their idea is, that that 
term designates only the lower or less refined classes of female 
hiiman.kind. This is a mistake which I wonder they should fall 
into ; for in all countries in the world, queens, duchesses, and 
countesses, are called women; but in this one alone, washer- 
women, sempstresses, and housemaids are entitled ladies: so that 
in fact here, woman is by far the more desirable appellation of 
the two. 

f The established succession of figures which form the one 
French quadrille, in executing which the ball-rooms of Paris and 
London have spent so many satisfactory hours, ever since it was 
invented, by no means satisfies the Americans. At the close of 
almost every quadrille, a fancy figfure is danced, which, depend- 
ing entirely upon the directions of the leader of the band, is a 
very ciurious medley of all the rest. The company not being 
g^ed with second sight, and of course not knowing at every step 
what next they may be called upon to do, go fearfully sliding 
along, looking at each other, asking, "how does it go on?" some 
en asxmt deuxing, while others are starting off en promenade ; the 
whole being a complete confusion of purpose and execution. 
The common French figure, the Tr^nis, is very seldom danced at 
all, they do not appear to know it. 
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tures, with an air of refinement in their appearance, which 
would be very attractive, but for their style of dress, and 
those said tremendous shrill loud voices.* Came home 
at twelve o'clock. My favourite aversion, Mrs. — - was 
there. 



ThmradmYf %9th» 

My birth'day. # ♦ » « 

Afler breakfast sat writing to dear for some time. 

Put out things for the theaftre, and went to rehearsal. My 
lather has received a most comical note from one . 
, a Scotch gardener, florist, and seedsman ; the ori- 

* This terrible nuisance has often made me wish for that ** still 
small voice/' which has become the universal tone of g^od society 
in England, and which, however inconvenient sometimes from its 
utter inaudibility, at least did not send one to bed with one's ears 
ring^g, and one's head splitting. I was in a society of about 
twelve ladies, the other evening, and the uproar was so excessive 
that I felt my eyebrows contracting from a sense of perfect be- 
wilderment, occasioned by the noise all round me, and more 
than once was obliged to request the person with whom I was 
conversing to stop till the noue had subsided a littie, that I might 
be able to distinguish what he was saying to me. Were the wo- 
men here large and masculine in their appearance, this defect 
would appear less strange, though not less disagreeable; but they 
are singularly delicate and feminine in their style of beauty ; and 
the noise they make strikes one with surprise as something mon- 
strous and unnatural — ^like mice roaring. They frequently talk 
four or five at a time, and directiy across each other; neither of 
which proceedings are exactiy according to my ideas of good 
breeding. 
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ginal, by the bye, of Gait's Lawrie Tod, — and original 
enough he must be. The note expresses a great desire 
that my father and myself will call upon him, for that he 
wishes very much to look at us — that the hours of the 
theatre are too late for him, and that besides, he wants to 
see us as ourselves, and not as ^' kings and princesses." 
I have entreated my father to go : this man must be worth 
knowing — ^I shall certainly keep his note. After rehearsal 

came home; wrote to , to dear . Mr. — — 

called, also Colonel , who gave an account of the 

proceedings of the committee for *s benefit, which, 

added to the gentleman's ovTn note to my father, thorough- 
ly disgusted me. And here l* do solemnly swear, never 
again with my own good will, to become acquainted with 
any man in any way cdnnected with a public press. They 
are utterly unreliable people, generally ; their vocation re- 
quires that they should be so ; and the very few excep- 
tions I must forego, for however I might like them, I can 
neither respect nor approve of their trade ; for trade it is 
in the vilest sense of the word. Dined at five. After 
dinner Mr. and Mrs. — came in. * * 



At eight went to the theatre. The house was, in conse- 
quence of the raised prices, only three parts full. I just 
caught a glimpse of Forrest in the fourth act of Brutus : 
what an enormous man he is ! After the play came sun- 
dry songs and recitations, and then Katharine and Petru- 
chio. I did not play well : the actors were very inatten^ 
tive, as well as stupid, and annoyed my father very much^ 
The pit was half filled with women, opera fashion, who, 
for the greater attraction of the night, and satisfaction of 
21* 
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themselves, were allowed to sit out of their proper places : 
to be sure they had the pleasure of the society of the vo- 
lunteer heroes, who, for the benefit of Mr. , were all 

in full uniform. What an absurdity ! Swallowed an ice. 

Saw , abo Mr. and young behind the scenes. 

Came home and sapped. Colonel called, and dis- 
cussed, first, the farce on the boards, then the farce before 
the curtain ; finally, the farce of life, which, to my mind, 
is but a melancholy one. 

Friday, SOOkm 

How the time goes ! bless the old traveller, how he posts 

along ! Af^r breakfast, Mrs. and her son, and Mr. 

, called. I like the latter ; his manners are very good, 
and he is altogether more like a gentleman than most men 
here. When they yrere gone, walked out with my father 
to — -'s. The day was grey and cold, and damp— a 
real November day, such as we know them. We held 
the good man's note, and steered our course by it, and in 
process of time entered a garden, passed through a green- 
house, and arrived in an immense and most singularly ar- 
ranged seed-shop, with galleries running round it, and the 
voice of a hundred canaries resounding through it. I don't 
know why, but it reminded me of a place in the Arabian 
Nights. " Is Mr. —— within ?" shouted forth my fa- 
ther, seeing no one in this strange-looking abode. '* Yes, 
he is !" was replied from somewhere, by somebody. We 
looked about, and presently, with his little grey bullet 
head, and shrewd piercing eyes, just appearing above the 
counter, we detected the master of the house. My father 
stepped up to him with an air like the Duke of — , and 
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returning his coarse, curionsly folded note to him, said, 
•• I presume I am addressing Mr. ; this, sir," draw- 
ing me forward, " is Miss Fanny Kemble." The little 
man snatched off his spectacles, rushed round the counter, 
rubbed his enormous hand upon his blue stuff apron, and 
held it out to us with a most hearty welcome. He looked 
at us for some time, and then exclaimed — ^ Ha ! ye're 
her father ? Well, ye'U have married pretty early— ye 
look very young : I should not have been sae much sur- 
prised if ye had called her ye're wife l" I laughed, and 
my father smiled at this compliment, which was recom- 
mended by a broad Scotch twang, which always sounds 
sweetly in my ears. The little man, whose appearance 
is that of a dwarf in some fairy tale, then went on to tell 
us how Gait had written a book all about him ; how it was 
almost word for word his own story ; how he had come 
to this country in early life, with three half pence in his 
pocket, and a nail and hammer in his hand for all woridly 
substance ; how he had earned his bread by making nails, 
which was his business in Scotland; how, one day, pass- 
ing by some flowers exposed for sale, he had touched a 
geranium leaf by accident, and charmed with its fragrance, 
bought it, having never seen one before ; how, with fifteen 
dollars in his pocket, he commenced the business of a 
florist and gardener ; and how he had refused as many 
thousand dollars for his present prosperous concern ; how, 
when he first came to New York, the place opposite his 
garden, where now stands a handsome modem dwelling- 
house, was the site of a shed wh^re he did his first bit of 
work ; how, after six-and-twenty years absence from Scot- 
land, he returned home ; how he came to his father's 
house — " 'Twas on a bright morning in August— the 
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eighth of August, just, it was^when I went through the 
door. I knew all the old passages so well : I opened the 
parlour door, and there, according to the good old Scottish 
custom, the family were going to prayers afore breakfast. 
There was the old Bible on the table, and the old clock, 
ticking in the corner of the room ; there was my father in 
his own old chair, exactly just where I had left him six- 
and-twenty years gone by. The very shovel and tbngs by 
the fire were the same ; I knew them all. I just sat down, 
and cried as sweetly as ever a man did in his life.'' These 
wire, as nearly as I can recollect, his words— -and oh, 
what a story ! His manner, too, was indescribably vivid 
and graphic. My father's eyes filled with tears. He 
stretched out his hand, and grasped and shook the Scotch- 
man's hand repeatedly without speaking ; I never saw 
him more excited. I never was more struck myself with 
the wonderful strangeness of this bewildering life. He 
showed us the foot of a rude rustic-looking table. ** That," 
he said, *' was cut from out the hawthorn hedge that 
grows by my, father's house ; and this," showing us a 
wooden bowl, *' is what I take my parritch in !" I asked 
him if he never meant to leave this country, and return to 
bonny Scotland. He said-«-no, never : he might return, 
but he nevfer meant to settle any where but here. " For," 
added he, '* I have grown what I am in it, madam, and 
'tis a fine country for the poor." He had been an early 
martyr, too, to his political opinions ; and when only nine- 
teen years of age, had been imprisoned in Edinburgh for 
advocating the cause of that very reform which the people 
are at this moment crying jubilee over in England. He 
seemed to rejoice in this country, as in the wide common 
land of political freedom, unbounded by the limits of long- 
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established prejudice, unbroken by the deep trenches 
which divide class from class in the cultivated soil of the 
old world. I could have listened to this strange oracle (or 
a day ; but in the midst of his discourse, he was sum- 
moned to dinner — and presenting his son to us, who pre- 
sented a nosegay to me, left us to wander about his sin- 
gular domain. His father, by the bye, is still alive, and 
residing within six miles of Edinburgh, a man of ninety 
years and upwards. We walked about the shop, visited 
the birds, who are taken most admirable care of, and are 
extremely beautiful. I saw several mocking birds : they 
should sing well, for they are not pretty. Their plumage 
is of a dull grey colour, and they are clumsy-looking 
birds.* Saw two beautiful African widow birds, with 
their jet black hoods and trains. Saw an English black- 
bird, and thrush, in cagesf^ihey made my heart ache. I 
wonder if they ever think of the red ripe cracking cher- 
ries, the rich orchard lands, and the hawthorn-hedged 
lanes in the summer sunsets of dear England ?— I did for 
them. We then went and looked at a tank full of beauti- 
ful gold fish, as they indiscriminately called them. But 
though the greater number were the glittering scarlet crea- 
tures usually so denominated, some were of the richest 
purple, with a soft dark bloom playing over their sides ; 
others again, were perfectly brown, with a glancing golden 
light shining through their scales ; others were palest sil- 



* Unromantic as these birds are in their external appearance, 
there is something poetical in their love of sunny skies. Many 
attempts have been made to rear them in Englan^but I am told 
that they will not sing there, or indeed any where but where the 
sun shines as it does here. 
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ver ; others again, mingled the dazzling scarlet with spots 
of the most beautiful gloomy violet, like dark-coloured 
jewels set in fire. Their tank was planted with the roots 
of aquatic vegetables, which, in summer, spread their cool 
leaves over the water, which is perpetually renewed by 
means of an escape, and a little silvery fountain which 
keeps bubbling up in the midst. They seemed very 
happy ; and devoured sundry pieces of wafer paper, while 
we admired them at our leisure. Saw an india-rubber 
tree, a very young one, which had not attained its full 
growth. 'Tis a fine broad-leaved tree, unlike any that I 
ever saw before. After dawdling about very satisfactorily 
for some time, we departed from the dwelling of Lawrie 
Tod. Of a verity, " truth is strange, stranger than fic- 
tion." Went to a bookseller's. I bought a Bible for little 

; my father, a Shakspeare for . Came home. 

Mr. called, and gossipped some time with me. Told 

me a bit of scandal of which I had some slight suspicion 

before, i. e., that Mr. — - was pretty, Mrs. 's very 

devoted. At half past four, dressed for dinner. Colonel 

called just as we were going to dinner. At five my 

father and I went to Mrs. ^'s. A pleasant dinner. I 

like him enough, and I like her very much. She is ex- 
tremely pretty, and vefry pleasant. Sat by that tall ninny, 

Mr. , who uttered inanity the whole of dinner-time. 

After dinner, the usual entertaining half hour among the 
ladies passed in looking over caricatures. When the men 

joined us, Mr. came and sat down by me, and in 

the course of a few minutes, poor Lord having by 

chance beA mentioned, we fell into English talk ; and it 
appears that he knows sundry of my gracious patrons. 



JOURNAL. 251 

among the rest the 's. He had been at ; and it 

pleased me to speak of it again. But what in the name of 
all wonders, could possess him with the idea that Lady 

was guilty of editing the comic annual. Was asked 

to sing, and sang "Ah no ben mio," pretty well. Mr* 

sang a thing of his own very well, though it was not 

in itself worth much. Discussed all manner of prima 

donnas with him. At half past nine, D came for me, 

and we proceeded to the ^'s. The people here never 

tell onh when they mean to dance ; the consequence is, 
that one is completely put out about one's toilet. I was 
in a black satin dress ; and dancing in these hot rooms, 
might as well have been in a pall. * * 



In the middle of the evening. Dr. asked if I would 

allow him to introduce to me one Mr. ^, a very de- 
lightful man, full of abilities, and writer in such and such 
a paper. I immediately called to mind my resolution, and 

refused. In the mean time, Mrs. , less scrupulous 

and without asking my leave, brought the gentleman up, 
and introduced him. I was most ungracious and forbid- 
ding, and meant to be so. I am sorry for this, but I can- 
not help it : he is -p-'s brother, too, which makes me 

doubly sorry. As he is an agreeable man, and ■ *8 bro- 
ther, I esteem and reverence him ; but as he belongs to 
the press gang, I will not know him. The room was 
full of pretty women, one prettier than ant)ther. I danced 
myself half dead, and came home. By the bye, was in- 
troduced to young -^— , who, at the corner of a street, 
with a red cap on his head, might pass for a capital 
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hidcory pole. Mrs. -*-; — *b bed-room, where we left our 
cloaks, made my heart ache^ 'Twas exactly like my 
dear little bed-room at home ; the bed, the furnitnie, and 
the rose-coloured lining, all the same. 
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Romance of Mexico. Two toI«« 12mo. 

*'^ Suffice it to say. ttiat Calavar, throuithoat. ia a romanca of very neat inte- 
rest. It will interest the imaginative from its spirited and stirring scenes of 
battle and blood : it will please the poetic from the splendour and beauty of its 
descriptions, and it will charm every lover of fiction by the masterly and arapfaia 
scenes which it will continually prtsant lo him."-~A". T. Commtreial JS&tr. 

" The work may fairly rank among the highest efforts of genius, and we do 
not scruple to pronounce it superior to any thing of the kind wbieh has ret 
emanated from the American press."— J9a/ft9or< f9d«ral 6*i*ti». 

'* In our opinion, it is decidedly the best American novel that has been writ- 
ten, except those enchanting pictures of Cooper, in which the interest is made 
to depend on the vicissitudes of the sea, and the adventures of the daring 
mariner." 

" T|ie style elegant, sufficiently ornate, yet pure and classical.** 

" The period which has been Judiciously selected by this writer, is one of the 
higliQBt interest— a period so crowded with important eventa, that it is impossi- 
ble to contemplate its vivid scenes without intense curiosity and wonder."— 
UtWa WmUrn Momtkiy Magazine. 

** The unities are perfectly preserved throughout, poetical probability is never 
transgressed : curiosity is satisfied, and the quaint language of three centuries 
ago is sustained with unwavering conaistency, and with a force and elegance 
of composition rarely, if ever, surpassed. It is, without question, the best 
American novel that has yet appeared."— JV*. T. American. 

ORUMMETT'S LOG. 

UBAYfiS FROM MY JJOG BOOK. By Flexible tininuneU, 
P. M* In oae rol* 

RANDOUPIPS LETTERS. liCtters of John Randolph to a 
yonng relatiTe^-- embracing a series of years, Arom early 
yontb to mature manhood* In one vol* 

** This collection, made by the young relative himself, is entirely authentic. 
The letters were selected from among several hundred, as most fit fbr publicH- 
tion. Every one of them is strongly characteristic They are made up of 
excellent instructions to his relative, respecting personal conduct and the culture 
of bis mind ; philosophical remarks; accounts of his own situation and feel- 
ings ; notices of his acquaintance, 4tc"— AiUiona/ OaxM». 

" The letters now published exhibit many amiable traits of private character, 
and show how keenly he suffered flrom his own overwrought sensibilities. 
They abound in evidences of good feeling, and good sense. As specimens of 
epistolary style, they may be safely consulted; while, as furnishing a closer 
insight into the views and habits of a man who was misunderstood by many, 
and whose history is|>art of the, history of his eountry, they should be read by 
all."— i>aiiy CkronUle. 

CHARIJSS THE FAST. Memoirs of the Court of King 
Charles the First* By Lncy Aikin. In two roU. Sto* 

•* The admirers of Charles the First, owe no gratitude to MiH Aikin. She 
hat told too plain a tale. She hils given, it ia true, no anmmaiy of the cha- 
meter of that monarch, bat she has devoted an extensive worlc to a faithful 
relation of his public works and actions, and has left it to tell its atory." — 
JHkenmum. 



channs which are usually found in the inventions of fiction. 

** Suffice it to ssF* that from famUy and other papeis long hkiden from the 
public Tiew, new lights are ever and anon ahed upon the acton and pio- 
eeedingi of that time ; and that without delving too deeply into them, our 
intelligent author has wrought the whole into one of thoae agreeable nar- 
mtives fbr which her pen is so justly popular."— lit Gazette, 



pbnciij sketches, 

OR OUTLINES OF CHARACTER AND MANNERa 
BT MSM LBflUB. 

" Look here upon thii pietore, and on this,**— 8hitksp§ar9. 

CoNTBHTs.— The Escorted Lady. A Pic-Nio at the Sea- 
Shore. The MiaB Vanlears. Country Lodgings. Sociable Vis- 
iting. Frank Finlay. The Travelling Tin-man. Mrs. Wash- 
ington Potts. Uncle Philip. The Revdationary Officer. Poland 
and Liberty. The Duchess and Sancha The Clean Face. 
Lady Jane Grey. Li one volume, 12ma 

«• MiM Lealie hitB, tkUfaUy and hard, the foUiefl, foibtet , and ezceptionabto 
mannen of our meridian. She i» perhapi too levere ; ihe drawa too broadly, 
but aha is' alwaya more or len entertaininf , and eonveya aalatary leaaona eves 
in ber itrongett caricatarea. Her fubjects, incidenta, and penona, are happily 
choien for her parpoeea."— JVlBtima/ Oat§tt4. 



THE HUNCHBACK OF NOTRE-DAME. 

BT VICTOR HUGO. 

3Yith a Sketch of the Life and Writings of the Author, by 
Frederick Shoberl. In 2 vob. ISma 

** Victor Hugo is a moat powerful writeiv~a man of aplendid genius, and 
gigantic grasp of mind."~Cour< Journal. 

BOOKWOOD— A ROMANCE. 

BY W. HARRISON AI37SWORTH. 

From the second London edition. In 2 yoLsi 12ma 
** This is one of the most spirited and romantic of * the seasonV produc- 
tion. Full of life and fire, it excites the reader and carries him onward- 
much as the true heroine of the tale, the mare Black Bess, does the true 
hero of it, the robber Turpin— with mingled semations of terror and 
dehght It ]s a wild story, told with exceeding skill, and wrought np to 
the highMt pitch of which so singular a sulgect is capable.— The book is 
an excellent one, and the author may take a high station amooff the 
romance writers of our time."— ATcw, MmOdy Magazine. 



TATHEK— AN ORIENTAL TALE. 

BY MR. BECKFORD, AITTHOR OF FTALT, &C. 

--tlAj®'? remarkable performance. It continues in possession of aU i 
celebrity it once commmndedr— Quarterly Rwiew, 1834. 



Hew Worfca, gnWUh ed toy Car^y, !.•«, A BlMidiartU 

THE MAGDALEN AND OTHER TALEa 

By Shxridah Knowles, Author of The Wife, Hunchback, &c 

In 1 volume, 18mo. 

THE INSURGENTS. 

An Historical Tale. In 2 volumes, 12ma 



JULIAN FARQUHARSON, or the CONFESSION^ OF A POET 
In 2 volumes, 12ma 



HORSE-SHOE ROBINSON. 
A TALE OF THE TORY ASCENDENCY, 

BT THE AUTHOR OJ SWALLOW BARN. IN 2 VOL*. 12ma 

AURUNGZEBE; 
A TALE OF ALRASCHID. 
An Eastern Tale. In 2 volumes 12ma 



THE CANTERBURY TALES. 

BT SOPHIA A!fD HARRIET LEE. 



" Tkera are line thiags in the * The Canterbory Tales.* Nothing of 8eelt*f 
ii Aner than * The Oerman Tale.' I admired it when a boy, and have con- 
tinned to like what I did then. This, I remember, partieularly aflected me." 
—LordBfron, 

** To read the C^nUrburjfTales of the Misses Lee once more. Is a species of 
temporary regeneration. There is scarcely. any educated person of this cen- 
tury who has not, at some time or otLer, of youth, drawn a sincere pleasure 
ftom these pages. The different tales have been to many like turning down 
a leaf in life; we can And oar riace again injuvenile ezistettee by the asso* 



e, perhaps, was read on soi 
sunny bank in a pleasant land— a stolen pleasure. The Young Lady's Tale un- 
folded all its intricacy on some fliir soft of a well-remembered apartment. On 
the Oerman Tale, perhaps, two hearts beat in unison. tremUed in harmony, 
and, when sharing a mutual agitation, two heads lient over the mystic page, 
they turned round to see each other's ftjght reflected fn well-known and well, 
loved features. Even now we feel a shiver running over the frame, as we call 
to mind the fearful whisper of the name of Kniitsner, amidst the silent throng 
of a kneeling congregation in the cathedral. Such a mem^ria teekmiea has iu 
charm ; and we may be pardoned for approaching this number of * The Standard 
Novels' with feeling* of ftr more interest than we take up any mw novel of 
the day."— ^«0tac»r. 



THE MAYOR OF WIND GAP. 

BY THS AITTHOR OF THK o'lIARA TALB8. 2 VOLS. ISnUX ' 



MY COUSIN NICHOLAS. 1 Vol. 



THE WIFE'S BOOK. A MARRIAGE PRESENT. 



]I#W 'WmtMMf pUMUMAd Itfy Carey, Z<ea< A Blmaeluurd* 

LEGENDS OF THE LIBRARY AT LILIES. 

ST THS hOKD JJSD hkJUY THSRE. 

In 2 vols. 12niOL 

** Two dellgbtAil TOliimes, varioai, fraeefol, wiiH Uie pfttliM Mquintely 
relieTcd tiy fiiiety ; and tlM romantic legend well contrMted by the lively 
■keteli-from actual eziatenee.**— X<c«rarr OnxeUe, 

** The author of these volunee merit* much higher praiae than moet of the 
pretenden to the. palm of feniue.'*— Baft. AtMfiemm. 



FRANKENSTEIN, 

OR, THE*MODERN PROMETHEUS. 
BT mta flHSLLET. In 2 YQLUMBs, 12ma 

** The romance of a child of genius. *— Canning. 

*' One of thoee original eonoeptiona that take boM of the pubUe mind at 
once and fbr OTer."— ^«tort'« I4f$ ^ Bjfron. 

** Certainly one of the most original works that ever proceeded from a 
Amale pen.*'— Ziterery Oautu. 

** This work will be universally acceptable.'*— 4/tef. 

** Perbape there is no modem invention which has taken more thotongh 
hold of the popular imagination than Fmnkentteln."— iS^pMietor. 



WILL WATCH, 
OR THE AUTOfilGGRAPHY OF A NAVAL OFFICER. 

BT THS AVTBOU OF GAVENDIBH, &C. 8 VOLS. 12lI10. 



THE PRINCESS. 

BT LADT MOftOAlf, AVTBOR OF FLORENCE MACARTBTT O^DOHNBLL, 

&C. 3 vols. 12mo. 



THE MOST UNFORTUNATE MAN IN THE WORLD. 

BT eAVVAU CHAKIEIl, AOTHOn Ot THC Un OF ▲ SAILOIti k9* % VOLS. ISmO. 



THE MODERN CYMON. 

From the Jeftn of C. Paul db Kock, Author of Andrew the 
Savoyard, &c In 3 v6Lb. Vtmo. 

" De Koek is quite unrivalled in his sketches of Parisi%n sociefy. There is 
maeh eharacter and spirit thrown into the translation, and the dialogaes are 
excellent.**— Lit. GaxtUs, 

** A good translation of a dever work. Paul de Koek painta to the Uib the 
bourgeois of Paris.**— jftAsMmsk 

** We eannot withhold our applause of the aobtle spirit of ftia, tbn ftne 
dramatic tact, and the natural portraiture of eharaeter.'*-:>.tfiils«. 



THS 

WONDROUS TALE OF ALROY. 

THS 

RISE OF ISKANDER. 
BY D'ISRAELI, 

KUTBOaL OF VIVIAN CIBST, THE TOUNa DUKE, - CQirrARim FUSMITOI^ 
&C. &C. &C. 

TWO VOLUMES, 12mo. 



LOVE AND PRIDE. 
A NOVEL 

BY THB AUTHOR OF SAVINGS AND DOINGS. 

In 2 vols. 12ma 



'NEWTON FORSTER, 

OR THE MERCHANT SERVICj^E. 

■V TBE AUTHOR OF PETER SIMPLE, dus. 

In 2 vol& 12010. 



THE BUCCANEER, 

A TALE, 

BT MRa 8. C. HALL, 

AUTHOR OF ** SKSrCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER,*' &C. . 

In 2 vola 12n]a From the 3d London edition. 
« 
" This work belongs to th« historic acbool; but it has that talent which 
bestows its own attraction on whatever subject its peculiar taste may select*' 
—Lit. OaxetU. 

** An admiraUe historical ronnaaee, fUll of interest, and with many new 
views of character. The plot is extremely well conceived, very srtfhl end 
progressinf, the slory never flags, and yon open at once upon the main inter- 
est.**->JVVw MrtUkiy Magmxins. 

TYLNEY HAlL-a novel. 

By Thomas Hood, Author of the " Comic Annual," &c. In 2 

vols. 12ma 

lh« MhDoltoy wmtdMifor tlw eackoo, who renalaiiv matn, ■Hll lMe|M Um in qoMl of bar, g^mf 
MMwteBlaUrii«aotad«MiBhtaHi|iiboarbood. Jyt liM, irt l»v« hiriy UUVdU el thii Will o^ Ite 
Wiq»arrboi3,tbelrrteritekijid,lNttirabo|MBo(tlMlMl.''- — 



CALAVAR; 

OR THE KNIGHT OP THE CONQUEST. 

BT DR. URD., 2 VOLS. 12m0. 



Knr Works, prnMidieA Ity CM^Tt >*M4 4fe 



NEW GIL BIAS, 
OR, PEDRO OP PENAPLOR, 

BY B. D. IN6LI8, AVTHOK OF SPAIN IXf 1830. 

IM 2 YCfUk 12rao. 

" The whole work if very amusing.*'— Xitertfry OattUe. 

" Tboee who want a few houn of pleaeaot reading are aot likely to meet 
with a book more to their tatte.**— jftAejuBum. 

** The labo^and power, ue wen aa knowledge, diepla ywi the 'BTewOil Btai* 
deserves to stand forth to the puUic view with every advantage. We have 
read these volumes with great dalighir-^MHropoiitan. 



EBEN ERSKINE^ 
OR, THE TRAVELLER. 

BT JOHN GALT, AVTHOK OF JiAWBIX TODD, BNTAIL, dlC. 

IN 2 VOLS. 12mo. 

" A clever and intelligent author. There is a quaint haraor and observance 
of character in his Bovels» that interest me very much; and when he chooses 
to be nathetit^e fools one to his bent ; for, I ensure yon, the * Entail* beguiled 
me or some portion of watery hamors« yclept tears, albeit unused to the nielt- 
ing mood. He has a sly caustic humor that is very amusing.**— i>rd Byron i» 
Ladif BliMtingtm. 

*' One of the remarkable eharaeteristies of Gait, is to be found in the rare 
power he poesesses of giving such an appearance of actual •ruth to his narra- 
tive, as induces the relMler to doubt whether that which he is peruting, under 
the name fit a novel, be not rather a statement of amusing AcU, than an 
invented story.** 



BOSIJTE liAVAL, 

BY MR. SMITH. 

An American Novel. In 1 volume, 12mo. 

** The perusal of a few paces of the work must impress every reader with 
the opinion that the writer is no ordinary person.'*— JVot. Oaittu. 

" His pages abound with passages of vigor and beanty, with mqeh fhnd 
for abstract thought; and with groups of incidents which not only fix the 
attention of the reader, but awake his admiration.**— PiU/. Oazstts. 

" It is one of the most pleasing, chaste, and spirited productions that we 
have met with for a long time. We may claim it with pride as an American 
production.*'— JBa/t. Qai§li$. 

CECIL HYDE.— A novbl. in 2 vols. 12ma 
** Thin ii a new * Pelham.* It is altc^ether a noTei of maxmen, and painli 
with trath» and a bvely, sketchy spirit, tho panonima of fiudiionable life." 
—Atlcu. 



THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP JACK KETCH. 



Hew 'WoxU»9 pvliU«lM4 hy Oarer* !•••« ^ BteaoluurA* 

THE LIBRARY OF ROMANCE, 

WHICB OOMSIST8 QT A IBRin OT 

ORIGINAL TALES. NOVELS, AND OTHER WORKS OF FICTION, 

BT tflS BOIT EMtlfBNT WRITEKl Or tlHE ASE, AND KDXTKD BT 

LnrroR Ritchie, Esq. 



VQL.L 

THE GHOST-HUNTER AND fflS FAMILY, by Mr. 
Baniii, author of the O'Hara Tales, is umversally acknow- 
ledged to be the most talented and extraoidinary work that 
has issued from the press for many years. 

" Mr. Baaim bat pat forth all the vigor that belongs to the old O'Hara 
Tales, an4 •▼oidedtbe weakness that sullied his subsequeat eflbrts."— dtf£ik«< 



" There is more tenderness, more delicacy shown in the develoixnent of female 
character, than we have ever before met with in the works of tliis powerful 
novelist. 

" BanidB never conceived a character more finely than the young Ghost-Hun- 
ter, Morris Brady. It is a bold and striking outline."— ./SutJkor qf Evgene 
Aram. 

• Vol. VIII. 
WALDEMAR, 

A TALE OF THE THIRTY YEARS' WAR- 
BT W. H. RASRISOH, AUTHOK OF TALES OF A FHTSICIAH, ^LC. 



Vol.!!. 
SCHINDERHANNES, THE ROBBER OP THE RHINE, 

BT THE EDITOB. 

" It IS long since we have met with so bdd, spirited, and original a story." 
—JAterarf GautU. 

" We now once more recommend the work itself, and the aeries, of which 
it is a worthy volume, to the public." — Mheiunn 

"Decidedly one of the best rdmaoees we have ever read.**— Omri Jbamc/. 

'* Mr. Ritchie's Tales sometimes amount to the sublime, either in the terri- 
ble exicency or the melting pathoa of the event, or in tlie picturesque energy 
of the description.— Schinderhannes may be esteemed as the best work of ftc- 
tioB for which we are indebted to his pen."— utftte«. 



yoL.nL 

WALTITAM, 

A MOVBI.. 

'* Certftin we are that wtary few of oar modern noveie can prodace a charac- 
ter more admirably drawn than that of Murdock Macara, and Jofanion the 
quondam tator ; Mr. Bolton and Halson are skelcbes that no one bat a man 
of talent eoold have oooeeived, and none bat a master could have filled up.**— 
London Jfonthlp Maganne. 

" It is a publication of no ordinary merit, is written with considerable pow- 
er, and embodies a story of deep interest. The Library of Romance has 
already an extensive circulation, and deserves still greater. 

" The numbers published thus far, are d^oted to works of the best descrip- 
tion, and are calculated to entertain without ofiehding a single moral pre- 
cept."— P«im». /nfittrer. 

" There are some floe passages, and touches of f trong descriptive powers of 
nature and characters.**— £cXe. ,/imtr. 

Vol. IV. 

THE STOLEN CHILD, 

A TALE OF THE TOWN, ^ 

BT JOHN OALT. 

"The auto-biograpl^ in this volume is equal to Mr. Gait's beet days, and 
eren his subordinate characters sre worthy to be recorded in the Annals of 
the Parish.**— uMAeiuntsi. 

' The Stolen Child is a most cleverly managed story. 

■ We do not think any one ever exceeded Mr. Gait in sketching national 
portraits— they are 4Mreserved as if for a museum of natural eoriosities.!*— 

" A story of considerable interest.**— i?a/(. CtMoUe, 

Vol. V. 
THE QONDMAN, 

A TALE OF THE TIMES OF WAT TYLER 

" A very picturesque and interesting stoiy, and Jaid during a period which 
well deserves illustration.**— I.tt. Oat. 

*' One of those stirring narrations that give a picture of the times, and take 
along the reader with the events, as if he was indeed a part of what be read. 
This series of romances has thus fiir msintained its character for novelty and 
raciness, and while the whole is worthy of especial coumiendation, each num- 
ber is in itself a complete story.**- C7; S. Gazette. ^ 

" The narrative embraces one of the most interesting period; of Epglish nis- 
tory; and is full of life and spirit. The character of Wat Tyler is well depict- 
ed.**- iJaft. Gazeue. ^ 

Vol. VI. 
THE SLAVE-KING, 

FROM THE <* BUO-JARGAL** OF VICTOR HUGO. 

In this abridged tale from Victor Hugo, may the readers of wonderful in* 
oidents 'woo terror to delight* them. The attention is aroused, and maintain- 
ed to a fl-enaied state of excitement anxious to be satisfied with similar de- 
t9ii\B."''Jt». Sentinel, 

Vol. Vn. 

TALES OF THE CARAVANSERAI. 

THE KHAN'S TALE. 

BT f, B. FRAZIKR. 



K#tr l^«i%«| p*Mliiied lary Carey, Xi«a, a» tfl«ae1i«r4* 

Ck>oper'8 New Novel. 

• — .»■■■ < II. Ill, 

TH£ HEADSMAN, 

A New Novel, by the Author of the Spy, Pilot, dfcc in 2 vols. 
12n30. 



THE PARSON'S DAUGHTER. 

BT TUfiODOBB HOOK, AIHTIDS OF 8ATING8 AMD DOINO0, &C. 

Ill 2 TOUL 12mo. 

** We proceed to smtra the reader, who has it befiwe Um, tkct In will enjov 
an intellectual treat of no mean order. The principal feature of its ezeei- 
lence it an all-engroMing interest, which interest it mainly attributKbte to the 
extreme Traiterablanee of itt incidentt, and the fidelity WHh which each 
character ea|ifiortt itt individuality. In it there it at much invention and 
originality at "we have ever met with in a modern ootcU be the antbor w]i» 
he may." — JUetropiaitan. 

" The moral of the tale carriet conviclion at to the juttaett of iu applica^ 
biljty. and the incident! flow at naturally as the atream of eventt ia nnwr* 
d4y life."— iJirf. • 

V Here i« a novel ftom a detanredly popular author, written with great ease 
and tprigbtlinett."— jftAtnmm. 



SWALLOW BARN, 

OB, A SOJOURN IN THE OLD DOMINION. 

In 2 vols. 12ino. 

** We cannot but predict a warm reception of thit worlE among all pertont 
who have not lost tneir relish fbr nature and probability, as well at an thote 
who can properly ettimate the beaatiet of timpKeity in thought and expret- 
tion."— JVta) Tffk Mfrrtr. 

** One of the deverett of the last paidicatioaa written on thit or the other 

aide of th* AU»Btie." J» fl w Km<A Obm^-mt jutd £»f «H'r«r. 

*' The ttyle it admirable, and the tketehefl of character, men, and teeaery, 
to freth and agreeable, that we cannot help feeling that they are drawn flrom 
nature." 



THE DOMINIFS LEGACY, 

Consuting of a Seriee of Tales illiutnitiTe of the Seen^ry and 
Manners of Scotland. In 2 vols, 12ma 

** Theee pages are pietnret from eeenes whoae impress of truth t^s that the 
author hsu taken them as an eye-witness ; and many are rich la quiet, sim- 
ple pathoe, which it evidently his forte.**— JUr«rary Oazttu,- 



G ALE MIDDLETON, A Novel, by Hokaob Smni, Aathor of 
BramUetye House, &e. In 2 .vols. 12mo. 

TRSTALYAN, A Novel, by the Author <^ MarriaM in Riffh 
Lifk In2vols. ^ 



Slew 'W«rk% poblUlMa Ity OMrey, I«e«, 4b Bbuneluurd* 

DELOUAINE, 

A Novel, in 2 Vol& 

BT W. OODWIVy AVTHOK OP CALEB WIUIAHS, 4cC. ^EC 

** W« alwftyi racaated tlie Bovelt of OodwiA m gtuid produeUons. No one 
C¥«r more foicibly portrayed the workings of the mind, whether it were ia iu 
loyou hilarity or iiapiMneai, or in tb« rablime afoniee of despair. His tales, 
if we may so express it, have each bat one characur, and one end ; but that 
character, how all-absorbing in interest, and how vividly depicted; and that 
end, how consistent with its preliminaries, bowsatiaflictory, and how beauti- 



FORTUNES OF PERKIN WARBECK.— a romahck. 

BT MSB. IHKLLBT, AimiOR OF VRAMXINmail, dbc &C. 9 WOUL I3mo. 

** We must content oonelves by coaunending the good use our tut 
author baa made of her MoCeriei, which she lias invested with the cmoe 
and exiateiioe of her own poetical imagination. The charade of lloiua 
ii a coneeption as origmal as it ia exquisite."— Ztt Qaxette. 

** Th» author of Frankenstein has made a romance of neat and endoiing 
iateraat We recommend Perkin Warbeck' to the poUic attention. R 
cannot ftil to interest as a jxyvel, while it may impart nseful initructkm aa 
a histoiy.'* — Coet. Advertiier. 



ASMODEUS AT LARGE, 
A FICTION. 

BY VULWBB, AtftBOR 07 PBLHAM, BVGKIIB ARAM* dcC. 
Hits is another idmirable predoetion from the proUfie pen of Mr. Bulwer-^ 



distinfoished by the same proltaadity of thoof ht and matchless hamor which 
are so nappily combined in all his writings.**— BaMmort WetHOif Musntgtr. 

" Oar readers have felt that the impassioned pen of the author of Eufane 
Aram has not lost its power in these sketches.**— JV. Y, Jtmtriotm. 



91(80 numtf^n sooeii^ eominnr* 

EMMA, A Novel, by Miss Austen, 2 vols. . 
SENSE AND SENSIBILITY, S volt. 
MANSFIELD PARK, 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, 
NORTHANGER ABBEY, 
PERSUASION, - 

" There are few works of fletioa. lo ataeptable in repabUcatlon aa the Nov- 
els of Miss Austen. 

**They never weary, their interest is never lost, for, ai In the prints of Ho- 
garth, we find fresh matter for admiration upon every renewal of oar ac- 
quaintance. In her works the scene is before us with all the reality of the 
world, and, free from the engrossment of acting a part in it, we discover points 
of inianst which a divided attention had overlooked. 

** Her merit considered, her perfection in one style. Miss Aoatan is the worst 
appreciated Novelist of lier time. The duarterly Review, (to its honor be it 
repiembered.) was the first critical authority which did justice to her merits, 
and that after the grave closed over her unconscioas and mmlest genius. 

" It is remarkable that flcott, who noticed with praise many infiirier anthoca. 
never menUoned Miss Austen.**— JCkamiMr. 



H«w W«rk% puTUichecl 'toy Car»y« Iiea^ A Blaaeluurcb 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OP GERMAN UFE. 

IhSVoIfi. 12ino. 

** Tbe pietttre* bere girtn of German life have tn interest vMcli to ni ii per • 
fectly inenttihlty— Sunday Tinus. 

** The work ander our notice htt$ freat claims to the consideration of every 
reader who likes good tales, in which b« will find every thing in keeping."-- 
JUtrcpeHtaTt, 

" These most original stories are replete with incident!, scenes, and char 
acters that will dwell upon the mind they have amused ; some of them have 
the conciseness, wit, and satirical point, of Voltaire's sparkling romance, but 
without their mockery of all that is sacred and virtuous. We rise from their 
perusal with our hearts warmed for our fellow-men, and with our love and 
interest increased for this world."— CiMtrt Magaxin$. 



THE LAST MAN. 

BT MRS. SHBLUnr, AVTBOIA 09 IRAHKBMSTSINy &C. 3 VOIA 12ina 



DELAWARE, 

OR, THE RUINED FAMILY. 
A Norel, in 2 Vols. 12mo. 

" Delaware is a work of talent in every sense of the word. The plot is Aill 
of interest, the characters are sketched with vitality and vigor, apd the 
■tyle is neat and flowing throughout."—£dtnHffyA Evening Po$t, 

" Delaware is a tale of much amusement and interest. We heartily com- 
mend it to our readers as a very pleasant and very clever work.'VI«t' Oti- 
xette. 

*' Delaware is an original novel by an able man.**— j^eetotor. 

** The story is well told, the characters clearly ui^folded, and the conclusion 
natural and satisfaetory.'*->.AUsiMMsi. 



LONDON NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS, 

OR, TALES AND CONFESSION& 

By Lutoh Rttcbie, Author of Schinderhaiuies, &c. 

In 2 Vols. 12mo. 

** This work is supposed, by eminent critics to be the chef-d*(BUvre of the 
author." 

" Mr. Ritchie is by flir our best writer of romantic and imaginative tales," 
was the dictum of the Literary Gazette— and the Atlas pronounces him " the 
Scott of the riiort, pieturesquot and bold story." 

" The power of fascinating the reader, of chaining him down, as it were, 
while his fancy is tormented by terrible imaginings, is the principal character- 
istic of Mr. Leitch Ritchie's pictures.**— £on<ib» Weekly Review. 



THE REPEALERS. 

A NoveL By the Countess of Blessington. 

In 2 Vols. 12mo. 

** Tb^ Irish scenes are entitled to warm commendation, they are written 
with equal good feeling and good sense ; while Grace Caseidy is a sweet and 
toaching portrait," &e. &e — ZAt. Oatette. 



N0W Worloy paUished hj Canr* tsfh ^ BtaUMshavt* 



lilTTEiRATURE FRANCAISE. 



BIBUOmifiQUE CHCHSIE DE UTTERATURS FRANCAISB. 
SELECT LIBRARY 

OF 

MODERN FRENCH LITERATURE. 

In 4 volumes, 12mo: containiAiT — 
LES ECORCHEURSL 
CINQ MARS. 

PARIS ET LES PARISIEN& 
MEMOIRES FUN APOTHECAIKE. 
HEURES DU SOIR, 
LES ENFANS D'EDOUARD. 
MINUIT ET MIDE, &c. &c. * 

Some of theee works may be had separately*. 



THE DOOMED. 
A NOVEL. In two volnraes, 12mo. 



AYESHA, THE MAID OF KARS. 

BT UOBIXR, AUTHOR OF ZOURAB, &C. 2 yOLl. 12mO. 



THE SUMMER FETE. 

A POEM, WITH SONGS. 

By Thomas Moorb, Esq. Author of Irish Melodies, &^. 

"The deflcription of the Fete is in eaiy, Raceful, flowing yiene, and the 
longa with which it m intenpevwd ore, uimiLe many of thou which that 
gifted poet has published, unezceptionabie in their moral tendency.'* — N. 
V. Commercial Adverti$er. 

** Many of the songs interspersed are pretty and pleasing, and savor of 
the usual richness of sentiment and luxuriance of slyle habitual to Moore. 
We con willingly recommend the work to all ladies, and loven of good 
poetry." — American SeTUinel. 

MEN AND MANNERSf IN AMERICA- 
By Major Hamilton, Author of Cyril Thornton, Sic. 2 toIs. 12ma 



CHITTY'S MEDICAL JURISPRUDENCE. 
A valuable work for Lawyers or Physicians. In royal Sva 



